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THE TYPE-WRITTEN LETTSSR 



it, feeJinf *'^«^«' ^«^"^g i* as he J^^ft^e 
it, and v^f f '^ ^^^""y *hroat to ^^^^o^' 
ing of th . ^'^''°«^ a" **ie while tUf ttie 



ing of th ""*""*» ail tne while tn«^ t»» 
masteiT ^® /™® ^hen it would g^^^^n » 
•nan m . ?'^ tirottle him— when ^^^, Toe 
imagilr** *^at he is rich, it mig^^et^* 
with bU • ^^^^^ receive the announc^ '^^1- 
ized thT*^* When Richard Denhait* ^e>1\ 
moresoh ^® ^^'^ wealthy he became J^i^l* 
38 if h than usual, and drew^ a long l?*" .^^^o** 
it »^ "^d been running a, ra,ce and had «- ^,<^ 
"^ttan who brought him the news ** 
1 



4 



V,, ^*d told Denh^^.. ir^'^^S^ y< 

out the check asked of him, \ A^^^^^l 
departed gratefully, leaving *1® ^^'^l-chant 
with something to ponder oyer, ft^ was a-^ 
surprised with the suddenness ol ^^^ tViVr^S 
as if some one had left him a legacy. ^^^ 
the money was all of his owj^ ^^ocumulating; 
but his struggle had been sn lo:^^' ^"^ ^^ ^^^ 
been so hopeless about h \^0>^ from mer^ 
habit he exerted all his e ' *^^® ^^^^ after- 
the enemy was overeonj^;^ ^^^^ ^^ ^^® troops 
at New Orleans fought ^^^%r^^ battle, not 
l^nowing the war was ove ^^^ ^^ sprungr 
from such a hopelessly poor fa:r^^^^' Poverty 
^^^ been their inheritance ttr^^ generation 
Jp generation. It was the m<^^^^^^^^ ^^^^y 
f ^t father had left to son iX^ *^^ Denham 
^^"^"y. All had accepted th^*^ '"".^ "^^^ ''''^ 
IT^^^'^^g resignation, y^^t^H ^'^^^f ^^ 
'^'^^d he would at least have ^ *^^* ^"^ '^' 




HE DREW THE CHECK. 



TALES FROM MeCLl/JB^'g 

And now the fight had l>«f .^^^iV^^^vVm 
fS in his office staring at the ^^^^^ 
paper so long that RogerS'.f ^ rfetJ^'.M 
put his head in and said m ^^rento^ 

v-oice: 

*' Anything more to-night, Mr. Denham?" 
penham started as if that question, in that 

fcO»®» ^^^ '^^^ been asked him every night for 

^ *' What 's that? what 's that?" he cried, 
liogers was astonished, but too well trained 
to show it. 

*' Anything more to-night, Mr. Denham ?" 
'" Ah, quite so. No, Rogers, thank you; 
nothing more." 

** Good night, Mr. Denham." 
*' Eh? Oh, yes; good night, Rogers, good 
nig-ht- 

"Vehen Mr. Denham left his office and went 
out into the street, everything had an un- 
usual appearance to him. He walked lone 
unJieeding the direction. He looked at the 
&ne x-esidences, and realized that he mieht 
have* ^ fine residence if he wanted It. h 
saw liandsome carriages; he, too, might s t 



THH7 ^"^-^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 

^W«\^ta -o»^<'<^Uci:»^ satisfaction theae 

^Z\^^^Z bonl ^^^ ^^^^- Of what use 
^ W. He inef "" «^e^ant carriage be 
W • ^^.r"^"^. no o"e to invite to the 
H^v^ or to Tide with him in the carriage. 

VrLi^^"" *** ^®*^^® ^**^ "**«''y alone in the 
«f 1<1 he was. He had no friends— no ac- 
Huaintances, even. The running dog with 
J^s nose to the ground sees nothing of the 
««rfo«nding scenery. He knew men in » 
business way, ai course, and dox^btless each 
^l them had a *^™« 'n the suburbs so^ 
^feere; but he cOt^W not take a business Zt 
by the shoulders »nd say to him, "Jnwte r! 

^ your house. I ^™ lonely;! want to inn 
people." *"°^ 

If he got such ^" invitation he would not 
know what to do with himself. He was 
familiar with the c?ounting-room and its lan- 
guage, but the dJ:*^wing-room was an unex- 
plored country to him, wrhere an unkno-wrv 
tongue was spoken- On the road to v^feajL^Jcv 
he had missed something, and it was T\or<*j \^ 
late to go back for it. Only the day J^*.^'''^^^,^. 
heha,d heard one of the clerks, who ^-»-^ "^ 

5 
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^o^ he was within ear-shot, allude to him 
^ ^^ the old man." He felt as young as ever 
l^^e ^^^' ^^^ *he phrase, so lightly spoken, 
-^gid^ Wm catch his breath. 

^s he was now walking through the park 
^x%^ ^^^y ^^^ *^® busy street, he took off 
Y^is l^at and ran his fingers through his griz- 
iled hair, looking at his hand w^hen he had 
^one so as if the gray, like wet paint, had 
eonie off- He thought of a girl he knew 
oxice, who perhaps would have married him 
\i he had asked her, as he was tempted to 
ijo. But that had always been the mistake 
of the Denhams. They had all married 
young, except himself, and so sunk deeper 
into the mire of poverty, pressed down by a 
rapidly increasing progeny. The girl had 
married a baker, he remembered. Yes, that 
was a long ^ni® ^^^* '^^^ clerk was not far 
wrong when he called him an old man. Sud- 
denly another ^^^ ^^^®® before his mental 
vision-a ^odeim girl, very different indeed 
+n f I, ^bo Tftarried the baker. She was 

to the one ^ ^i In the world with whom he 
tne only ^^^ ^^^g terms, and he knew her 
was on sp^^ 6 
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TALES FROM MeCL^^^'S 

where else! In the first place, he bad no 
plausible excuse for calling upon the V^^^ 
woman at home; and in the second place, 
knew, if he once got there, he ^O^^^ ^^^ 
stricken dumb. It must either be 
office or nowhere. aa\A 

"Sit down a moment, Miss Gale," H^ ^ ^ 
at last. "I wanted to consult /ou ab<^" 
matter— about a business matter." 

Miss Gale seated herself, and automati^^^ ^ 
placed on her knee the shorthand wri*Il^^' 
pad, ready to take down his instructjo/^'^' 
She looked up at him expectantly. I)enh»11t/ 
in an embarrassed manner, ran his fingrer^ 
through his hair. 

"I am thinking," he began, "of taking a 

partner. The business is very prosperous 

now; in fact, it has been so for some time." 

'' Yes? " said Miss Gale, interrogatively 

Yes. I think I should have a pan 

It is about that I wanted to speak to v. ' 

"Don't you think it would be bet>v^ 
consult with Mr. Rogers? He kno^^^^ % 
about busineBs than I. But perhaps jj'' 59 
Mr. Rogers who is to be the partnex?- 
8 
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"No, it is not Rogers, j 
man. But^it is not Roger 

" Then I think in an impo: 
this Mr. Rogers, or some on( 
business as thoroughly as h 
able to give you advice that ^ 
value.'' 

"I don't want advice e: 
made up my mind to have i 
partner is willing." 

Denham mopped his broi? 
to be even more diflScult t 
ticipated. 

" Is it, then, a question oj 
partner is to bring in?" a 
anxious to help him. 

"No, no. I don't wish 
have enough for both. Anc 
very prosperous, Miss Gale 
been." 

The young woman raised 
surprise. 

" You surely don't intend t 
its with a partner who bring 
the business?" 

9 



TAI.ES FROM M^CLUBE ^ ^^^^^ jr 

i^^av^ Tio need ior moT^ ^^\ v ^o^> ^^oOtr- 
" Oil, il that IS t\i^ ca^e,\^^^^^\^\^ ^ 
^otis\ilt Mr, liogeiB beiote ^ou ^^^ 

*'Biit Kogers would n^t undBts^ . ^SV ^^^ 
''\ 'm afraid I don't under&W^^ ^/^ 
It seems to me a foolish thing to ^ ^^J^ 

IB, if you want my advice," 0,0 ^ ^- 

'*0h, yes, I want it. But it i3 ^ ^0> ^^^ 
ish as you think. I should hav© ^^%i^^^ \v 
ner long ago. That is where ^ ^^ ^^^ ^0^ 
mistake* I Ve made up my miT^^ of ^^^ 

** Th^^ ^ don't seo that I can t>^ '' {cJ 
--if yo^^ ^^^^ *^ already made ^^^tl^ ^^^^ 

that Hiy -^^^^?f '^.I^^^^^I**'^ ^^^oVl 
^ a« *>t-ed-" ^1^' ^^^t . 






, ^ tti^'^ '^ ^""^ opinion. xr-^:r.^ -vx^* 
*^V^^ consult you about -'^'^^ '^^^ 
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leately, you tao^' ^e^^^'V^ , 
^ "J see. YouV^^ ,<ve^>^ 

som^ i-eliof . He i^^t^ ^"^ ^V 



^* 



P^ 



a lettt^T- fcof ore. ^^ "^^'4^^' 
Ixaci not tlxought <^^ ^ ^ 
*he^ bessti ^w-ay o^t *^^^^0V43^ 

'* To taim? ^ba.*^ ^^^^ 

^* To 3^0Tir fixture ^^ 

ipo&al •? '^ -^V 

''"' IsTo, no. OH.no- 
■fco n.ol>ociy^ l3i_xt you-'' -^—^ 

** .A lid 3roxx a,re de*^*^^ 
Ib^X"* IKo^^^x-s before y^^:^^^^-^ 

bending o^v-«:r- her wi-^^fc j; ^^ 

liam's Av^sdoixi was st^,^,^, 
deTily sli^ looked op. 



TALES FROM McCLURE'S 

•* How much shall I say the annual profits 
are? Or do you want that mentioned? " 

"I— I don't think I would mention that. 
You see, I don't wish this arrangement to be 
carried out on a monetary basis— not alto- 
gether." 

"On what basis, then?'' 

" Well— I can hardly say. On a personal 
basis, perhaps. I rather hope that the per- 
son—that my partner— would, you know, 
like to be associated with me." 

"On a friendly basis, do you mean?" 
asked Miss Gale, mercilessly. 

"Certainly. Friendly, of course— and 
perhaps more than that." 

Miss Gale looked up at him with a certain 
hopelessness of expression. 

"Why not write a note inviting your 
future partner to call upon you here, or 
anywhere else that would be convenient, 
and then discuss the matter?" 

Denham looked frightened. 

"I thought of that, but it would n't do. 
No; it wouldn't do. I would much rather 
settle everjrthing by correspondence." 
12 
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TALES FROM McCLUR^*^ 

no capital from you, I think you will find my 
offer a very advantageous one. I will— ''' 

** I__I don't think I would put it quite that 
wa,y," said Denham, with some hesitation. 
" It 'reads as if I were offering everything, 
arid that my partner— well, you see what I 

** It 's the truth," said Miss Gale, defiantly. 

** Better put it on the friendly basis, as you 
suggested a moment ago/' 

** I did n't suggest anything, Mr. Denham. 
I>erhaps it would be better if you would dic- 
*a,te the letter exactly as you want it. i 
J^iiew I could not write one that would please 

** It does please me, but I 'm thinking of 
^"^"^y future partner. You are doing first-rate 

better than I could do; but just put it on 
**^^ friendly basis." 

A moment later she read; 

***... join me in this business. I make 
^^^^>i this offer entirely from a friendly, and 
'^^^^'^^ from a financial, standpoint, hoping that 

14 
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"[hxx^Wiitig else, Mr. Dei i 
^o; I think thsLt covers i 
t* ^11 look rather short, tj 
^^^ Perhaps you mig-ht a 
f l^ow that I shall be exceedi ; 
^^ toy offer is not accepted. 
**J*fo fear,'' said Miss C 
*hat, though. ' YoTirs trul \ 
truly '2" 

'' You might ^^^ ** ' Yor j 
^*e rapid cH^^ <>f the 
heard for a feW^ moments i 
and then Miss G^^^ came o 
dieted letter in l^^^ hand. 

"Shall I hav^^ *^® '^o; 
asked. 

"Oh, bless yo-i:i^ no!'' ar 
i\am, with eviden.'fc trepidat 
The young woman said 
does n't ^want Mr* Rogers 
wonder; it is a most un i 
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Then she said aloud, " Shall you want me 
again to-day?" 

"No, Miss ^^_ 
Gale ; and 
thank you very 
much." 

Next morn- 
ing Miss Gale 
came into Mr. 
Denham's of- 
fice with a 
smile on her 
face. 

"You made 
a funny mis- 
take last night, 
Mr. Denham," 
she said as she 
took off her 
wraps. 

"Didl?"he 
asked in alarm. 

" Yes. You sent that letter to my address. 
I got it this morning. I opened it, for I 
thought it was for me, and that perhaps you 
16 
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did not need me to-day. But 1 
that you put it in the wrong ei 

yo 

to- 

1 
ton 

evei 

hen i 
out 

for t i 
and 1 I 
itasii 
not I 
for its 
gone ai ■ 
The I ! 
MissGa 
late, ai I 
looked : i 
ened. i I 
evident 
Denham 

losing his mind. She put the letter 

before him and said: 
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■"* "STou addressed tb«>< - 

I>©ialaam that /?av! f^^^^d an*,-.. 
H^ ^«it that itCr''^ *° her '^^^^.^o'^t 

Gal^ ? " he 4^« t you a„;^, .^ 

« * ^^Mswer it ? « "^ ^'om hinj 

-Oertainjj.. jf 7 ^^Peated fair.,, 
woixld answer if « S^o* a ?«** ^•''• 

«^WJ.atdoyoL. **"' tMcei 

hand ontiedoor-?ru-"«hecri«w 

" E^acti,. ^i,:;^°ob «^^H With her 

you far my partner. r^^*'6r s^ 

« Oh r cned MiasQ^ o^^- ^^ ^ou, 
quivering: sigh, ru^ ^^^> in » i 



r£?^^s? 






""-\ 



After a l^^^^ ^_ ^^^ ''^'^^ ;. 
he went x*i j;^. *^i^ *V**^s« 



he went x*». J>^ *^i^ ^^^l^s.^ 
"Miss <^^iJ^^^:t.^**l^<5^^ ^aijt, 
Has «K^'^, H^^% ^^S^ J>fb,, 
Yes; ^^^ ^^^*. s*^.^>«. 

she is not ^^ ,^1:» . 



"Very ^^j^*^*^^ >.*^^« s^/^o. 

He went ji,^- ' ^ **^<=fc, ^y/^^" *o^.b 
letter marlc^ *^j^ *>i« «v^„ 
tore it ove^^ ^^^^^'-— «-7 -^rn'.--<^ .-^ 
characters: ^'^ *-^«.^ ,-„ "«^4*1?^«^ 

girl, having tot^^r^ '"*^'^'^-^«3 a foetfer ^**-«t- 
lam offered, a- -E>^^*^"'^'^«iiip «i t/,e 1'*''^^ 

^*^^*' -So^, X.O^ — —- '^ - -coV;^-..^-^ 
the POS^^^^^I—actioT^^ ^^ because j ,^ '^^iC" 

financial *^^i«^<iiy l^f^ff- *" "^^ a.;„T/i 

A A on a '^ \.T ^-mStTX I have named ^^ 
did yO^ y.^ \e*te^^ ^uch bother? Yout ^ 

that i4^o*\ ev-e'** ^^-„er. My mother wii^ 
dently '^^ 



^ 



TALES FROM McCLURE'S 

pleased to meet you any time you call. 
You have the address. 

" Your friend, 
" Margaret Gale." 

"Rogers!" shouted Denham, joyfully. 

" YeSj sir," answered that estimable man, 
putting his head into the room. 

"Advertise for another type-writer girl, 
Rogers." 

"Yes, sir," said Rogers. 
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tiict ^.^^^ Z;^- ,^o™ *he scholars 
theii.*J^^^ y'^'^ol-hoviae in the Still: 
*he ca^^^li- °"^^'"S- sound as they } 

'•^^J^of^W/"*®"* **" books or mifi 
busy v!^*»g. ^** -^e- T^e teacher, a g, 
voic^ *<:V *^° **^ twenty or thereab 

" 5^ '^^Ij ^ class in arithmetic whe 
story^J^Cij^'^oufc; 

"^%o.^f, Raciiel Stillman 's : 

quietj^**»§. i^ 

fourt * ^ ^ book to me," said th( 

plac^^^, "^ the delinquent, a girl 

^ h^^^^^y ^<'®®» and walkinj 

^ch- worn volume in his 
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** ^u^'' ^^ ^^'^^y glancing at the open 
^ge, ^^ is the 'Pilgrim's Progress/ No 
^ ,txd^^ y^^ are interested. But you must 



no 



^ X^ead it during school hours 

^lie child lifted to his face a pair of large 

VjIU^ eyes, beautiful with timid wistfulness, 

1^ rv liaArvllf^/l • 



^^ she replied 



** I know I ought n\ sir, but I wanted to 
ae^ how they got out of Doubting Castle so 

ba<i- 

He smiled. "I will give you the book 

'• af*^^ school; then you can read it at home." 

f'*Oh, no," she whispered; "father won't 
let me read story-books," 
'' He surely would not object to this," an- 
9^ered the young teacher; " but I will keep 
it until recess to-morrow, and, never fear, 
i Christian and Hopeful will outwit the giant 

\ yet." 

I The wistful ^^^^ brightened, and with a 

* grateful sirxi^® ^^^^®^ returned to her desk. 

" First cl^s^ ^^ spelling, take your places," 

called the t^^^^^Ia ^^ v^ , 
Rachpl Z^\o^^^^ ^^ ^^^8 <^lass, as did all 

i the largexT 0cl^^^^'' ^"^^ ^^^^ ^^^ ^^^ 



\ 






,j^ay 



Iva' 



_- elder. 

co: 






Toe: 



*-*;on^«' 'r-: -»t; 



now' 



nod 



.tll^'' 



tb« 






1 ' 



0^id^^^^^ 



OJ 



her eP^*t\;^ tn^'-^^d of *f/,e^ts, ^H , 



lid 



ax 



teacher, 
a»xa ' ^ pretty, ( 
r- A ev-^^^' i si^*^^' door. "^ 
" G«^* fa y«^"^ !t tt»^ Rachel." 



minuted 



turned toV'.^t^>j2v^ '^t^^^? 

The fattivis^^^^^tvg ^^^^^^ 

starxtial, *-* ft- ^V 'I'^rx^ t^ 
well-to-do loo^' =. »tv^ 4 0^ It: ^^ oi^^^^ ^ 

three, Toto, ^.9 atvA- a o^ V^s '0^°* „ atv o^* ,-., 
five oxr «ity- ,< ey««^V^\^ ^l^Lt ^^*^t^. 



RACHEL 

Indoors, Mrs. Stillman, a slender, 
haired woman, who looks as if she felt 
owed the world an apology for living in 
preparing supper, assisted by her two da 
ters, Elizabeth, a sad-faced woman of tw( 
four, and Margaret, a girl of eighteen, 
her father's determined mouth and chin 
her mother's large blue eyes and fair 
The clock struck five as the school-girli 
tered the kitchen, a large room whic 
winter did duty as dining-room as we 
cooking-room. 

" Run in the sitting-room, girls, and 
warm," Said the mother. " Supper is al 
ready." 

" Oh, we 're not cold ; are we, Susy? : 
another head mark, mother," said Rach 

The mother smiled. " I hope you or 
will get the prize. Where is he ? " Sh( 
interrupted by a stamping of feet as the 
was thrown open, and Mr. Stillman, foil 
by the hired man and Tom, entered 
room. 

"Supper is ready," said Mrs. Still 
" We were just going to call you." 
27^ 
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-cirell, ^ guess it -will keep till w* '''^ 
** ™,, answered her husband, voxxg^^y- 
^dy* j^ get some -water; the buclcet s 
« fZ^*^ of course. Margaret, where '& **® 
^t>S* 0itii Nothing in its place, as visual- 
^^Zlht^^ -0-0 "was n't two or three more girls 

Pit>^^' ^y replied to this tirade. The hired 

lazj^ yy*^^^ed- up the basin, Margaret handed 

>J^ ^i^'^a.chel brought the -water, and soon 

mar* ^\* ,< y were gathered around the weJJ- 

a ^^^i^^ X3\^- 

the ^^ *^yf>ii,"saidMr.Stillman,afterafew 

spre^ V^^^^ ^ ^^ *^® savory food had apparently 

«« X ^t>^ 0> better humor, " I think well have 

mou*!^ i.i> ^f for hog-killin' next week, and I 

putV^i*^^*'**^^'^® a finer lot of hogs." 

feveV^^^ JL*!^*"^'" /^'^^ Margaret, "don't 

tvevetr ^ /J^t ^''eek. Friday is Christmas 

buUl»^^^''^0l" interrupted her father. 
aa5 »^^i^t^V^y« butcher Christmas week. 



..-- ^^ 



in spi*« 0^ 



^"■^"rri^^i* '««« to contVre3, 



/ 






"But we nevet^vJV^^e^^''*!'^^ ''^ t 
W-e will dotYvV*^ «-^^%6,^ SS'*' 



W-e will do tYvV*^ «sv\.6, .•«"*, 
bj-olce in the fatVi^^V ''<^'^^&.^^'' 

with a loofe at ^v/'',. # 
shrank as froxnal^^^ ^ ^ 

plans to Have yoU*' ^<v1 g>c 

country." ^^^^o6<^«t 

Mottior never ^,;^<<^ *^^ v>® 
said M:ar-saret, tier ^^^ ^ ^'^ 
of her; -- but. nGbo<*3-<3^^I^^ 
times to «io their ha'^ar -»^^ 

" T?Vill you hush? ^^ :^^ 
" "Wl:ia.t cio I care vfa^^ 
I SLrr\ am^^t^i- hex-e," 

IN'o orxe ^poke ag^ai 
i:iot l:*^ d^niesci. He 
■WTif^ a,n<i «3E».xashters 

I*ooi- IVTi*^- Stillma^':*- X 
girls hi-^ci <aies<i a. few ^v%^^^ 
and thes tea,irs that f^^i:i « 
'%f^GT'& not tia-lf so bi t.-fc^^j 
w^hen iii-st slue held ti^ ^jt^ 
her heax-t- 'Vi^hen oi^ **»JS 

had shOA^v^n his authors t^^ ^^ < 



TALES FROM McCJLURE'S 

ters rose from the table, and taking a couple 
of large buckets, went quietly out to the 
barn-yard, and proceeded to milk the half- 
(jozen cows awaiting them. 

It was nearly dark and very cold; but no 
^ord was spoken, except to the animals, as 
the girls hurried through the work, and 
hastened back to the kitchen, where Rachel 
2xA the mother were clearing away the sup- 
per-table and making the needful prepara- 
tions for the early breakfast. 

When all was finished, the mother and 
daughters entered the large room adjoining 
the kitchen, which served as sitting-room for . 
the family and bedroom for the parents, Mr. 
Stillman not permitting a fire kept in any 
other room in the house. Mrs. Stillman sat 
down with her knitting-work as close in the 
corner as possible. Elizabeth brought in a 
large basket of rags, and she and Margaret 
were soon busy sewing strips and winding 
balls for a carpet. The younger children 
were absorbed in their lessons at the table, 
where the father sat reading his newspaper, 
^11 were silent, for to have spoken while 
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TALES FROM McCIjURE'S 

The child bent over her slate; but tears 

would come, and at last a sob burst forth. 

"Clear out to bed, Rachel," said her 

tather, angrily- " I want no sniveling here/' 

TJp-stairs, in the cold, dark room, what 

bitter thoughts surged through the childish 

hrainl 

Mr. Stillman loved his wife and children. 
He wanted them to be happy, but in his way. 
He must choose their pleasures. If they 
^jould not be satisfied with what he chose for 
^liem, it was not his fault; it w^as their per- 
versity. And as no two souls are alike, the 
attempt to fit a number of them by the same 
pa,ttern necessarily caused suffering to the 
souls undergoing the operation. 

Mrs. Stillman's sensitive organization was 
completely crushed; her eldest daughter's 
nearly so. Martha, the second daughter, 
had escaped by marrying a clever young 
man, who first pitied, then loved the daugh- 
ter of liis employer, and persuaded her to 
elope with h™, assuring her of a happier 
home than she had with her father. 

jij^e naarriage angered Mr. Stillman greatly. 



32 



li. 



Margaret, tTa^ ^^^f ^^ -, ^^^^^S.^^'^TbeJ 

portion oi^eic «*^?^^1^ ^^-*' ^ ^ ., 
were the sTaaxp ^ "^ ^^^^^ ^''^.^ 

trouble, tte o^^^, ^^^^t.^ ^'^en -- 
his dumb atxi*5^ ^^ ^t^oi^e^* 

to their f««V:^S ^^"^ ^'^^iV. tv.oye 
different. ^^^JU^^*^^^ J^^^'a s^iat 



TALES FROM McCLURE'S 

3ased in her life; for that matter, 
; had the mother. There are many 
iillnians. "Are they honest men?'* 
aer and son have the right to be paid 
leir labor, have not the mother and 
ater? I leave the question with you. 
,chel carried a heavy heart to school next 
ling. The tinker's wonderful allegory to 
was very real, and to leave her hero in 
i awful dungeon was almost more than 
could bear. When at recess the teacher 
ared her the book she did not take it. 
''Father said," she began; then sobs 
oked her utterance. He understood, and 
ter a moment's silence said: " I am inter- 
sted in Christian as well as you, Rachel, and 
i you will sit here I will read to you." In 
ill her after-life Rachel never forgot these 
readings at intermission, which were con- 
tinued not only until Christian reached the 
Celestial City, but until Christiana and the 
children completed their wonderful journey 
to the same place. Her gratitude to her 
young teacher would certainly have become 
love had she been a few years older. As it 
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RACHEL 

was, when in March the tenn closed, not even 
the prize as the best speller— a beautiful 
copy of " Pilgrim's Progress "—consoled her 
for the cessation of school. 

As for the teacher, he was glad the win- 
ter's work— which had been undertaken and 
conscientiously carried through solely for the 
purpose of obtaining means to pursue the 
study of his profession— was over. He liked 
some of his scholars very much, Rachel es- 
pecially; she was so interested in her studies, 
so intelligent and grateful, that when, with 
eyes swimming in tears, she bade him good- 
by, he felt a moment's sorrow at leaving her, 
and comforted her by telling her what a good 
girl she had been, and that he would not 
forget her. 

" You ought to have seen Rache an' Suse 
cry when old Gray bid us good-by," said Tom 
that evening at home. 

"Did you cry?" asked Margaret. 

"Guess not! Glad school 's out; an' I 'm 
never goin' any more." 

"I would n't if I were you, bub," said 
Margaret; "you know enough now." She 
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always called him "bub" when slie vr^r^ted 
to vex him. " But * old Gray,' as yoU ^^«^Vl 
iim, will be somebody yet; see if he ^^j^f^^ 

The entrance of Mr. Stillman cloa^/^s^^e 
conversation, and Tom went out ^/^ "> 
the door after him. No wonder ^ .j 
was getting ill-natured. ^i ^*is?w" 

The winter was a long, dull season ^o^V -% 
man's. E3ven her enjoyment at the f^^^^d ^^ 
gatherings she was permitted to ^^ j^ti^^^ 
the neighborhood was marred by *^ ^o^"^^ 
ledge that she could not entertain b^^ j (>iiCe 
friend^ in return. She had attemP^^ ^ fire 
to fix up the "spare room" and ba^^ had 
for some company, but her ii^^^ . 
peremptorily forbidden it. "I 'i "^ 
know,'' he said, "why the settin'-roQxtV "il^ 
good enough! If your company is \ ni^® 
to be with the rest of the familv +l^ < can 
stay away, miss." ^^\h^^ 

And "they" generally di^ ^a^*®^ 

one visit. Mr. ^mra^n wa^ *^^ ^"^^cess as 
a host, young people thoM^, ^ot a su g 

™'«^'^*^^ who canie home f^^^*; ^^* Hng one 
Sunday .'th Bii,,,eth '^^^^^ ^^^^pWy 
56 ^^ ^^ ^ 



managed » ^at-n^ a«ca fc^t^'a ^'■f'W'fiona 

fprtainea A4:r-_ **-"*^„^^ rc..*r» escapee/ to 
® , and the oeu*^*'^*- 

girls, ana „«:^^, -"d M^^g-^. 

kitcbeti- ,,^^^ t^^^i> us out o^ ^ 

But 9P!^^ ^^^^^^' -"''' '"'"''^^- -« <^ 

though*' V-O- ^"^^ ^ l>lue skies, her ai,_, 

spate TO<floT^^- -^Vi^ T^^of l>eauty. Butt»^^ 

t out O^ ^ *^ ^^^* Xt-ln. ''^n's to enjoy it. ^ 
^ ,!Sd9, ^ ^^ ^^^^ tout not in the h»^ 



TALES FROM McaZ^l/BB'S 

ra help could they need, although wash- 
and cooking must be done for all the 
a? You see, " hands " could be got much 
japer if they were boarded — and what else 
i the women to do? 

It was true, mother was not as strong as 
e used to be; but she did not complain, 
ie was only more shadowy and quiet; and 
r. Stiltoan told his daughters to "stir 
round" themselves, and not let their mo- 
aer do all the work. 
" Oh, dear," said Margaret, one morning, 
she and Rachel were bending over the 
yash-tubs, while Susy labored at the heavy 
churning, and the mother and Elizabeth 
were preparing dinner, " I wish we could go 
to the picnic on the Fourth; everybody's 

going.*' 

'' Maybe we can,' said Rachel, hopefully. 
"I heard father say the wheat was late this 
year, and he did not believe it would do to 
cut before the sixth. And oh, Margaret, I 
heard him say your calf would bring at least 
ten dollars; and if he gives you the money 
vou c^n get a new white dress and give 
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RACHEL 

me your old one. It is lots too small for 
you." 

Margaret laughed. "Yes," she said, 
"father said if I could raise the calf I 
might have it. Did n't I have a time with 
it, though, it was so near dead! Of course 
I will fix my old dress up for you— that is, if 
I get the money. Sometimes I think father 's 
queer; he did not give Elizabeth the money 
when he sold that colt he had given her." 
And both girls were silent. 

Out in the barn-yard, as the girls worked, 
Mr. Stillman and Tom were putting the pretty 
calf in the wagon preparatory to taking it to 
the butcher in the town a few miles distant. 
When the girls went in to dinner the men 
had finished theirs, and were lounging in the 
shady yard enjoying their nooning. 

As they were about to sit down at the 
table, Mr. Stillman handed Margaret a pack- 
age, saying, "There *s your share of that 
spotted calf, Margaret." 

" My share ! " she exclaimed. " Why, you 
gave me the calf; you had no right to it." 

As she spoke she opened the package and 
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TALES FROM McCLURE'S 

ed a piece of cheap lawn — yellow 
d dotted with "blue. She flung it 
y on the floor and ran out of the 

Stillman turned "to Rachel after a mo- 
ot dumb amazemoxit, and said: "You 
lave the dress, Rachel. I '11 teach 
iret a lesson/' 

dorft want it," shte said. " You had no 
to take Margaret's money. You did 
her the calf, and when you sold Tom's 
ou gave him his money." 
Jice girls yo^ 're raising, mother," said 
tillman to his frightened wife. " They '11 
irning us out of doors next. You pick 
[lat lawn, miss." 

ichel did so. As she folded it he went 
** That calf was mine. I only meant to 
her for caring for it." 
You should have told her so, then," said 
daughter, facing him with eyes keen as 
own; " but you told her if she could raise 
jhe might have it» ^^^ of course she 
eved you." 

[e raised his hand ^^ ^* ^ strike her; then, 
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RACHEL 

as she did no^ *v^ 

turned and le?t t^r^ ''^ ^'•**'* '^^'' ej-^^^ 
x«ixi tiie room. 

Jt.!.'^"^^' ^"^^ **^^ Stillman ^Is dxrf ^ 
!L M ^T ''^'''- T^™ a'^d the " hand^ — .cJ ^ 
^na Mrs Lansing and her boys stopp^-J - 
Stillmaii's on their way and offered th^ ^^^^^ 

seats m their wagon. But Mr. Stillman ^ 
nis women had to get ready for the har^ 
fiands who were coming next day, and Wl 
garetsaid to Rachel, bitterly: " AVe havo 
decent clothes to go in, anyhow." And th ^ :» 
was much washing, ironing, cooking, a.x^ 
churning done as the days went on. 1<T 
wonder Mrs. Stillman grew paler and weak:€»:«r 
until even her husband noticed it, and brougJr^L t 
her a bottle of bitters, and told the girls fc<: 
"teep mother out of the kitchen,'' whic J^ 
they indeed tried to do. But how could th e 
bother rest when there was so much to do ^ 
The girls could not manage as she could, anci 
Ehzabeth seemed ** so poorly"; for the pa*— 
tient elder daughter, as the summer draggeci 
along, had a pitifully hopeless look on h em- 
pale face, and went about listlessly, as if lif^ 
had lost all interest for her. 
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, , there came a morning when the 
^*^^**^^ rise for breakfast. 
^^Sld^t^ better send for Dr. I^ewas, 

^'^o'toriast night. She'll be up 
• ^Tw YOU keep her out of the kitchen 
T^'vou have dinner on time. We want 
:'.Xh^:l^.^orV^P;c-e'nhavea 

'*T'f:rrBtrit;Tdo.n hungry 

VrSie table, and still Mrs. StiUman 

men was on tne *'**"*'^» ^.-^ 

«ras in bed. While the men were eating 

Rachel slipped in to her mother. She was 

awake, but her flushed face and wild, bright 

eyes startled the ^h 

" Oh, mother!" she cried, "you are very 
sick; you must have the doctor." 

" No, dear," the mother answered; " father 
is -too busy now. I 'II be better after a while. 
TTou go help wait on the table." 

ISacheJ returned *<> **^® dining-room. 

- Take that fly.bnjgh, Rachel," said her 

f^L^Z\ ^"^^ 's n^ account; she 'g too 
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TALES PROM MeCl^^^ Yi^S^^^S" 
liiB hat, he ^Ped the moist^^^^^^rfi^t^^ ^^ 
saying: "^e^l. boys, we beat ^ , ^^ 

I don't care if it pours dovm t^o ^^j, to 

fie walked toward the l^o^^^Ig^te *» .^ Y)y 
surprise, saw the well-lcnovrtv^^ ^^etv ^^ .^e 
^wis on the front porcli. p.t^^^*° 
tie rain," he thought. "I'llS® ^ ^e 

Diotli^r a little medicine." 58,\A» *^^vi>S 

"flo-w are you, doctor ?"^^^^^^ g® 
stepped upon the porch. '* -*^ «»\)TJ* ^ 

my wheat in, was n't I? " ^^gt^e^^' <®*^ 
"Very," said the doctor, ^^.^\io»ti » ^e 
am sorry to say I find Mrs. ^^^ seo* \ 
sickvv'Oinan. You should Y^9^^^ ^'^' apV^^ 
\MvSi&'So" The husband wa* f heeV*'^ 
•'Why/' ^« «»id' " she h^^^ it ', >* 
ahout until to-day I g^^^^ 8^^ 
weather has made her so we^-*^ ^o*er>t; 
y,e very sick;. »^ for 

The physician -was silent r^^ <t»^«^, 
then he said: If there is not^ p^ J^^^ 
the hetter soon I fear she will > "" ^K^ ^'^' 

days- ^^t™^^* understand ho^^ 
y-; and he turned and went^^ 

rootn- 
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For once the men at Stillman's ate a cold 
supper and did the milking. Mrs. Lansing 
took things into her own capable hands. 
John and his wife were sent for and came, 
and Jim Lansing quietly hitched up a team 
and went for Martha and her husband— poor 
Martha, who had not seen her mother for 
more than a year! 

All night Mr. Stillman watched by the bed- 
side or walked up and down the long back 
porch. It could not be she would die— his 
wife. It was the hot weather; she was just 
weak and tired. That was it, Mr. Stillman— 
worn out, tired ; and rest was coming. When 
Martha came the mother who had so longed 
for her did not recognize her. 

"Mother, only speak to me!*' cried the 
daughter in anguish; but the mother looked 
at her with dimming eyes that saw no more 
of earth, and muttered as she turned upon 
her couch, *' Hurry, girls; it *s nearly noon. 
Hurry! Father will be angry if he has to 
wait." 

Then she grew quiet; only her restless 
hands, which her daughters vainly strove to 
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iinto himself a^Vi^^^'^^'V^'U^ 

neigrhbor-hood viaS . ^^^V^^L^**-^ 

gected marriage ^^^, «^ U^^V** 

tion, had renionatf^.,^®' \^® jCp 
boys do r^ot xxeed "^i*^ ^o"*^^ 

trod. tiad. notVimg "^ ■« °\ 
death. It ^was haf*^ V»^^^' 

^wrhen I triea to tel*- j^^^B 
ifis ci-ea-tu^res she ,^^ ^*^ 
e»:iOTa^li -to men. ^ ^*^ 
to <3i-ea,-fces tlnetm f or tt*- ^^^■'^ 
them tl^ere^ '•» little ^'^'^^^ 
mother's. ^?Vhy, it^"*^ *5,: 

** A^V^esll,-* said Jim, "^ 
O'v^r- th^^i-^; bixt it zm ^^ 
ha.unts xin^, lt>y any r-mr-m^ ^^^ 
His jmoth-^r laugh ^^ <:3- _ 
of Alair^^ir^t, '" she sa,^ <3L _ 
need ^om^ one to lo<z»I^ ^ 
bein^ -woi-lc^<i to dea,-fc:^^ _ ^' 



Four y&SL:rs have ^jj 



of the Stillrn»ns — 3?-,^^ 






TALES FROM McCLURE'S 

Rachel and Susy at the academy in the town 
near their father's farm; years which gave 
Margaret's happiness into Jim Lansing's 
keeping, and made Jim a young man of 
whom his sisters were extremely proud. 
Even Elizabeth's sad face looks as if life 
might be worth living, for under the second 
wife life at Stillman's had taken on a differ- 
ent color. The spare room is a pretty sitting- 
room for the young folks. 

"We don't want them always with us," 
says Mrs. Stillman, as she shows her husband 
the change she has made; for one of her 
peculiarities is that she manages her house- 
hold aflEairs as she thinks best, taking it for 
granted that her husband will approve. As 
for Rachel, she enjoyed the change for the 
better; but now to the bitter feeling which 
she cherished toward her father was added 
a touch of contempt. " See," she thought, 
"how he cai^ be flattered into doing things; 
if my inother could have managed him so she 
might have lived/' 

Rachel was mistaken; the new wife did not 
manoBUver or flatter: she simply took her 
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TALES FROM McCMBE'S 

Rachel smiled. "I am thintin^ ofjfj 

days, that is all," she said. But she entered 

the little parlor where Tom and the guesi 

^«re seated in a perfectly self-possessed 

tnanner, saying as she held out her hand: 

exdaw ^ y^^'ig lawyer sprang to his feet, 
-ti^^.^' ''^chems it possiWer'andbe 
so lon^ .J*®^ hand and looked into ber ey^ 
the roo>!^* Susy, who had followed her into 
^^^""^ *Ae? ^""^ ^om declared that he fell m 
'** is ee^ !"^ there. However that maybe, 
t'ntej-eBt ,-^'" ^^- Gray showed a wonderful 
^^o^Gss a/^^^man's district. The trial in 
^tieace (//^ "''^eywood was tedious, but his 
_^® /sHj^^J^ «ot gi^e out; and when some of 
^^ <loiipf; , ^/"oposed to Jiold night sessions 
^^^f ^e Zu^^^'^i ^^rnestly, saying, "B 
^fc j^"/^^-^ *Afn ** 0° *''« old judge." 
^s iZa t ®«j'<?ed ^ *""«* ®"'^' *"<^ *^® ^'^^^ ^^ 
^e «37;/ ®^ con ^'^ favor of Mr. Gray's client, 
to 2ier f ^'^h ^*'**ulated him on his victory, 
^^c& . ^ look that brought the color ' 



50 



Racheir „<=,vrered, se 

"Why, dear, me," sVve^ a^is ^^^^ ^. 

"IdidnottliiTxVs: sl 'P^^'^^'^^^^^ot wto s 
as father calls yovi, esver t. 

dismal place I " ^^ t.lie yo^^ 

Then Susy oaxr^e ^t^.* .^ wVxtsper®* 
bade her good-lay ", '^^^^ _^e\, and as he 
ofspeedyre-bxurn^o^^^^erfM^ «y«^ 
homeward, -fclto^^ -^xx v. 

woman? ^v.«x% «T-^ ^tSg to pe-s 
to suit T»©, ^"^ ^^s^« ^-^^^ Ser ever 

self h^ lxa.<i ^ * _ ^r><l J^^ , j^eld hiir 
term of -e^^^ -^-^-5"t«d-l^en, 



TALES FROM McCLURE7'S 

ihe Stillman homestead. There is ^ >^^ily 
■hering, and all the girls are pre»^e/xt— 
rtha and Margaret with their st-ardJ boys 
I rosy girls; Rachel with her JostJ^y' *»<* 
y, a gay young aunt, flits to and f r*'' P'^^' 
with and teasing the little ones- ^^^^^ 
I, with unwonted brightness in i^^^ ®y®^' 
s on, enjoying the merriment. 
Does n't it seem odd," whisp^*^ ^"" 
t, "that Lizzie's minister sho^l** *''™® 
after all these years? " 
'es," answers Rachel, in the sdJ^^ ^**^ 
" I am so glad. She seems sO b^PPy-" 
i husbands are all present in *Ji^ ^^®°' 
nd the old house is full of lig"*** *°^ 
• I^hel slips up-stairs to i>«* ^^^^ 
; and as she sits in the room ^beJ*e so 
niserable hours of her childhood '^®™ 
aer tears fall, thinking of her^^** *°** 
\.T, patient mother who had s^^*^®^ 
1; and the old bitterness rises i** ^^^ 
Baby stirs, and she hushes hio^*- *^®° 
1 gently in the old cradle and goes 
urs. Some impulse promp*^ ^^' 
**e sitting-room instead of the 



Parlor, xvliere &\x& ti^inic 

Satliexr ^ <i _ 

A.S sine op»^xi.» -fcln^ <3oc»i 

sittixig, ELS of old, l>y tl-i€ 

laxnx> ^® t>-ti.mine'» a-nci si 

outi "tovi-t. soxnes-fctiin^ in 1- 

tier. H© is no-fc reading 

\\»^ -vxTt\.o-ixcVie!ci ; lio is lo 

age is tiracing: lines on h 
- Oil, Tio." lie says. j 

bride. 1 w»^ ^^^ Bus 

.-HOW TTx^xoli i^^loveV 

t«ars f allies ^'"^e w-« P- 
" Yes, only ^/'-^^ing of 



TALES FROM McCL^EE'S 

thing on a rented farm, and Martha 's 
ivorried too much. You don't think any 
of tbe children will object?" and he looked 
an:s:io^^y in her face. 

** Otiect? Why, they will be glad, father! " 
And- ^®PPi»& her head on his shoulder, she 
put0 tier arm around him for the first time 
in 1%^^ 7^' f^<i as she slips the little da- 
guerr^^^^® *" his hand a sweet peace fills her 
hea^r*' and she thinks, "The bitterness is 
gon^^ and love fills its place." After a while 
she ^4:>^^^'^^ group in the parlor. They are 
singi*^^ Susy's accompaniment on the 

" ^^^^ ^'^onation,'Su8y," she says, as she 
sits r^^^ K-^'r ^^ husband and glances 

*'W'iJ^*J • he whispers. "You are 

"Ye>0/' f V°«^««; "I have had a vision 
of the i^'' ^eulah, where Love is king." 
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A GAME POSTPONED 

«^ 

Ui^n^iu^^"" snowing for two day^, ^^e» 
firsn n «now-plows were out, »^^^t^:«r 
-"IdtX'^°^ sleigWg of tlxe -^-^ 

ness. The woods along the banlcS of ***_ 
Iowa River were billows of snovr. Tlx« 
l^ge farm-houses, and the number and siz^ 
of the bams and other outlying buildings, 
gave evidence of the richness of the soil tha.-fc 
lay buried and resting for another harvest- 
Judge Hilton's house had the distinctioTX 
of being built of brick. There was a digni-fc^;^ 
in its solidity over the usual white fram.^— 
houses pn the surrounding farms that well 
became the dignity of the judge. 
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TALES FROM MeCLURE'S 

The judge was Ne^w England born and bred. 
There is the veneration for Puritan ancestry 
in the entirely Western soul that the Puritan 
mind still has for ^ood old English blood. 

Isabel Hilton was lier father's housekeeper 
and only child. The nraother had died while 
she was a baby, and slie had ruled the house 
and been ruled by her father since that 

time. 

She had all her father's reserve and pride 
of family, and at the same time his happy 
iiature and gracious xnanner, that won her 
friends when she desired to make friends. 
Those who found it impossible to win their 
^ay into her favor called this reserve in 
Isabel-her '* down East airs/^ There was a 
discouraging belief among the young men in 
^^e country around, some of whose fathers 
owned farms and herds of cattle large enough 
^ divide and establish them in enviable be- 
ginnings, that if the judge thought any of 
them worthy to win his daughter's love there 
would never be an opportunity to gain the 
consent of the young ^^y- 
The judge had t^^^^^^^ against Isabel's 
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TALES FROM McCLURE'S 




In some way this lordly promise got adrift 
the current of country gossip, and roused the 
admirers of Isabel, one and all, to new inter- 
est in the contest. Large stories were told 
of the late hours the judge kept that winter 
with Isabel's suitors. 

Clint Holderman drove over to the brick 
house early on the evening that he had set 
his mind with flint-like determination to give 
his father's advice the trial. 
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A GAME POST 








ISABEL" 



It was a cold night, and ! 
in his new cutter, drawn b^ 
of black horses, and well 
buffalo-robes, his heart wai 

He had spent many even : 
playing: chess with the ^ndj 
of his welcome ; but to-nigh 
all this. He tliouglit o1 
at last, with his heart * 
touched, the judge wo\]i 

61 



TALES FROM McCLURE'S 

night, and he should be left alone with 
Isabel. 

There was no handsomer young man in the 
country than Clint Holderman; none who 
danced better, or who drove better horses; 
but more than all this, the judge had repeat- 
edly told ^^^ *^^^ ^® l^ad never known a man 
who play^^ ^ ^^^^^^ l^and at chess. 

This v^^® ^^ encouragement indeed; for if 
the judg^ ^^^ ^ weakness, it was for chess, 
1 and it ^^"^^ ^^ decidedly pleasant to have a 

1 son-in-la>?^ "^^^ ^^^^^ ^® *o him such a ready 

I source of e^^^^^^^^^e^t. As he drove into the 

I yard, the j^dge came out on the side piazza. 

j "Good evening," he called out. "Just 

j drive on to the barn; the man will put out 

} your horses;' 

Qne^ of the farm-hands came out of the 

stable a^ ^^ ^P^^'^®' ^^^ ^J^nt threw him the 

^^\xi& ai^^ followed the judge into the house. 

« Snapping cold, l>ut splendid sleighing," 

the jti^igre said, vf\a\^ Clint was pulling off his 

overooat in the Jiall- 

*' Yes. J beW^ niy ears are touched,'' 
Clinic ansH^ered, ^ j^feing them. 
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** Isabel is jxyj^pln^ son^ "^^Z? 

grlad you Iiaj>j>on^cJ over £^^ *^oj-^ ^^ 

He led tli^ ^%v^.jr iuta the t ^^^ ^-a^ ft 

Sit the end o:f t^ht^ h^IL ^^^ &i^^i^^^ 

Isabel ^was ot^ liej- itnee^ bor€>:^^ ^^^ 

wood fire, sliEilcxn^r ^ <^<^^n-poppei-- 

The ivliite Icoz-nels snapped an<:3 .^^^^ 
with a pleasant sound, ^r- 

The lamj> Ii^i-ci not been lit, but *^*^ 
made the ircxym bx-i^ht and cozy- -f-^y^ * 

"Isabel, liere is JVfr* Holderinan.. 
She sprang oj^* ^^€^*^ 

"I did n't lieax- J^ou eome in. «- -^1^3^ 
ing. Come o vex- liojre by the iire^^ ^M^ ^ 

Clint!- she said, ^^^ *^- ^"^r" our f^*^^1^ 
"T iu i-j. -tr^t-y^f^T- mess^rx*^ your -^ ^ 

I thougrht father m j^^^d^^ai*- 
never think oi'y*^" as xva*- ^ 

some corn." ry&T open tetojl^^ ; 

She he7d the ^^^Vni^ ^^ y°^ ^^^0 ^^ 
"I'm sure I never *J^ j,and i"*"^!'^.!^ 

ton/'hesaid, pl^^f^^^i*. ^^^^^JH^^'"' 

and laugh/ngr- ^^^ 3.^ long: 

much lite str»»^^ ' ^»,i-oat- 

each other." _^d J^*^ 



,^<L^^^ 



it tt imposnW' It b tje 

popper vigorously- - oi»^. _ o^^^ ;r 

torxa, I don't tbint^,o t^ ., J,i6 ^^^^'"^ 

Special ixitimacy» "* ,atot^' ^rllV ^^ 
teo*ed by being » ^f L^^*' d^^^^ 

Tlieyouxigmansa^ g *^^. MoS^^ 

and was silent. ^lo^^^^ve <>* 

riaey seemed *« T^t^ig^* , a^d 

rj.e jxx<ag:e left tbe ^^Ti^ttvP ^^^^et «« *jL 
ea^« b--l^-^thalig^^f ,nt^«,^>nr< 

faced w^-fcl^ crimson q«^^\efor«*^ 
arewT his ^g^eat chair uP ^. 

8tretch^<i iniixnseif ©nt ^« 

64 



"Come, CM^W 
popper for m^, ^^^ I ^ 

get some app'^^- ' 1 , 

with a merry twinkl . 

held the handle tows 
out of the room. 

Clint grasped the 
with the delight oi bui 
Isabel had never bef c 
to believe that she ca i 

compare with that lo* 

Daylight would find \ 

but he would beat tlie : 

the opportunity of sp 
It was a deligliiif Tx 
partook of the pop-oox 
-was more than nsn-SL < 
taining. 

Isabel sat on tlxe o- 
place, and croolx^-fc^<3L 
There were pink. spoA : 
and l^et eyes w^xre. -^e. 
rrhe ^^^^ passe^a. o 



TALES FROM MeCLURE'S 

It had been comparatively easy this far, 
but now was the time when Clint usually 
went home. 

The real contest was about to begin. 

The judge shoved his chair back to the 

table, picked up a paper, and began to read. 

Prom time to time he glanced over the top 

of his paper at the two talking before the 

flre, but still read on. 

When the clock struck eleven he threw 
the paper down, pulled his chair back to 
the fire, and drew the young man into an 
animated political discussion. 

Isabel stirred about the room, putting 
things in order for the night. 

It was nearing midnight. For the last 
fifteen minutes the conversation had begun 
to lag. 

There were cold moments of complete 
silence. 

"Had you noticed that I had traded 
horses?'' Clint asked in one painful pause. 
"No; have you?'' Isabel asked, coming 
forward with interest. 

''Yes; I Ve traded the grays tor George 
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TALES FROM McCLURE'S 

"I don't know about that/' the judge 
laughed; "and I don't know about the 
temper, either," he added, reaching up and 
pinching her cheek. 

'* I never liked red hair, but I 'm sure I 
don't believe in that sign," Clint said clumsily. 
He gazed fixedly into the fire, and felt as 
though he were turning to stone. 

The clock struck twelve with a resonant, 
defiant stroke, as though it understood the 
contest in which it held the stakes, and re- 
fused to commit itself as to whose side 
would win. 

At a quarter past twelve the judge stood 
up. 

Clint felt his heart beating wildly. The 
mam^^^ ^^ triumph was at hand 

rrhejudge crossed to the baylwindow at 
th^ other end of the room. Isabel's eyes 
folio^®* ^™ nervously. 

^^rrewt'; ""T""^ '^^ geraniums and 
ivy, h^ ^^^Z ^^^ss-table, and pushed it 
before him toward the fire. P^s^ea it 

. I think it would be pleasant for us to 
have a game of chess," he said affaWy 
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"OKtTaa 
going laome 

"Oh,mu : 
and we '11 % 

It seemei 
himself oixt 
spinning al* 

He woixlc 
11^ his def ea 
in Isabel's 
corn^popi>e^^ 
ridicule, slti^ ' 
look. 

And so ^' 
fast tlie 1^^ 

father ^"^^ 
sister • 
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TALES FROM McCLURE^'S 

carry her off. I guess Fm safe eno 
the cash and land I promised you," his 
gtiiswered w^ith a provoking laugh. 

'' Don't you count on it," Clint said 
ixig ^P from the table with fire in hi^ 
<*I 'm not downed yet, I tell you." 

** All right, sonny; we '11 give a big d^^.,,,^ 
to celebrate your engagement, and an oj^-;^^ 
supper. I suppose there 's no rush a^;^^ 
ordering the oysters ? " 

'TW hold you to that,'' Chnt said, hrin 
ing his fist up against the door. ''If tiT^ 
thing 's settled by Saturday week, we 'If 
have the dance. If it is n't- well, it won't 

be. I'n^ going over to town after the ma\V> 

He turned and went out of the room \ 
Ube door closed, he heard his sistf^r 
tittering: '^'^ ^^7, 

"Clint has about as hard a time courti. 
Isabel as you had courting mother '' ^^^8 

This was a warm thought of conif 
him. At least Isabel had never den' a* ^ 
her love, and he knew that his moth %1 
been hardly won. ^T 

It was a bright winter morning. 
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"^ Game Fosi < 

^^^ i X^ ^lear stretch o 

tT^eWhxte fields on eitb i 
ttie sntvlight. The grea 
along tti^ iences, looked 
of thevr iaivtaistic terracv 
never v^aa \)etter . 

AW at oi\ce Clmt heatc 
bells, and a voice called ^ 
roadl'» 

He -tiirxved, ^xvd sa^ ! 
toward Yiixii, dtmivg '^^ 
a f earf Til rate. ^ , 

Clixiti drove cvxviG^JJ^^ , 
roaa, axid sYveBpedW^^^ ^ 

He saT?vr-blia\.\veT\vOJ , 

There l\ad\)eeTv^.^s 
thouglx slie waa\voV^^ ^ 
s-brexxgrbh, axidlvaA^^^ 
nor the left as ^^ 
A^v-as oxxe -tlxixig mo^^ 
KEolciexrxnaxis pxide^ 
"their krxo^wledge oi 
dici horsexnaTisTaip. 

Isa,l>el HiltiOTi'sV 



TALES FROM McCht^BE'S 

I in driving them had been one of the first 

Wn&^ that had won Clint's admiration. Her 

^^^o\ and courage now appealed to him 

.^^^ndously. His own horses seemed to 

h ^ caught the spirit of the runaway pair 

^J^^a. as they flew along over the snow after 

J^\ry^ knew that at any moment Isabel's 
V r>* arms might lose the power to hold 
^1^^ ^ tense reins so securely, and the horses 
^^ to one side, and the crash come, and 
\\f^^ ^as nothing he could do. On went the 
^^^r ah®^^ ^^ him, swaying to the left and 
^JJ^^^ight, but still keeping the road. The 
he ^^ across the Iowa River was just ahead, 
orid^ ^j^^ught of the bridge with terror. If 
th ^*^ ^tter swayed to one side, as it was do- 
• ^ ij^^ ^^^ ^^^^^ would come on entering. 
^^S r> ^^ Isabel's strength tightening on the 

He? ^^^ knew that she felt the danger, 
^eins, \j47rses flew up the slight incline to the 
Hel* g^fxA Clint braced his nerves to with- 
bridge, ghock. But, to his amazement, he 
stand fc^ . |je horses were slowing up and en- 
sawtha* bridge with all the respect of 
tering tt^^ 72 



^4 G^^ 

were over -fclxo 
were waltirxg 3 
decided 0x1 \:Aw 
excitementi. 

Clint en-beir< 

leaving iti- SI 

road, and -wait 

" I '11 leti y ^ 

you want "to,^* 

"Look here 

think of tHose 

that way, I '<i 

"Yes; dia 
not, but I thou 
them in tlie ro 
doing- it?'' 

about/' h^ ^'^^ 
Isabel's f^^^ ^ 

.^X was n *^^ 

tear, b^t I ^*-^^ 
cleai» tea'' 

bad seen » ^ 



TALES FROM McCLUBE'S 

" Talk of pluck ! " Clint said, driving a little 
^ nearer to her cutter. '' Isabel, what did you 

I think of last night? What did you think of 

me, anyway?" 

She drove out into the road ahead of him, 
and then looked back over her shoulder, 
laughing. "I thought, if you had only 
waited half an hour longer I would have 
been eighteen. It is my birthday to-day. 
I 'm of age." And with that she touched 
her ponies with the whip, and kept well 
ahead of him all the way to the village. 

When they met again it was before the 

fe'e in the sitting-room at the brick house, 

j where they had held the hours the night be- 

I ^ore.^ But the contest with the judge had 

^ost its seriousness. 

BGtween them he sat, imperturbable, as he 

^^d sa.t the night before; but to-night he 

Se ^ ^^^y an amusing barrier, and not a 

bo^^^^^^ obstruction. Love had leaped the 

eyj^^^ ^^> 3,iid was free. It triumphed in their 

sjjjyj . '^•^ they looked across him, and over him, 

'c ^^^^^ knowingly at each other. 

^ 'i"e going to have a dance over at our 
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It ^^ ^o?*^<i^. 



spectaclos. 

"Well, tlia^ -fi 
to-morrow. X it ; 

must "be sux-^ si. j 
have a ^re^t^ tiix: : 

The jia.d-S'^ 1<^ : 
think we C3€tn ^ i 

Her cheok^ 
should think -v%rc 

''Thank yoTi, 1 
said, leaning^ l>» j 
at the ceilinS"- 
play that gam« < • 

It was evaa«»^ 

ing up the fiol^^^ . 
was not ae ^-^ ] 



TALES FROM McCLURE'S 

and looked into the fire. The clock ticked 
loudly, emphasizing the silence. 

Finally the judge brought his eyes from 
the ceiling, and looked at the young man. 

"Did n't you hear what I said to you? ''he 
asked, running his hand through his forelock, 
and gra^sping the arm of his chair. 

" Yes, sir, I did," said Clint, respectfully. 

^' Well, then?" 

** H y c^n Ul allow me to say it, sir, I think 
I '%re won the game already." 

*'Wb.at'sthat?" 

*' I believe, sir, I Ve won the game." 
TJie judge glared at him for a moment, and 
th &rx his eyes fell on Isabel. 
^^tTe looked from one to the other. 

e^ r^Z^^ *^^^^ of the clock seemed to choke 
^^^ otJ7er. 

^i^^^^^ ^j *^' ^y boy/' he said, drawing a deep 
^ <^ c^ j^ vT^^ ^ *®ars li0,A started to his eyes, — 
" ^> ^^J -"^"^ but troti have." He held out 
^^^^ I d^_ ^ -^ Irtiow but you have, my 

^^^^e^ *^i^. j.|:^^ ^Yve other hand to 



/ 



6-^ 



^O 



f^^Z^*^ toil ^'^^'''■> 



\:^ ^gril to excu.se TTve, 1 
'It out a.Ti<i sVn\3.-fc -t^cvei 
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WHEJlSr sn^ "^^ 



IT was ^leaxxo^ .^^oJs:& *** * 
Suddenly she »^V^^ l»ol>' 
youth, with its ^^^^^rr <1^* 
over. She li»<i "^^rr^ I>»^' 
swiftly the years ^^ -fcl*^ ' 
so like another, ^^^^la* * 
young, she half * £H»<i ^ 

a young girl »*!V=^ ^cn^ 
waiting rouna _^ ^^ ^ jx^ 
. had held her l>y ^c^^i**^ 
there was a crti® * ^e>st-^^ 
thirty. So i»»'*J^^3Cl>« 
years of charna ^^^^v*^? 
there be to cox»«» -,^^0*? 
been, even i» ***^ ^1 



TALES FROM McCLURE'S 

^ent back, in her thoughts, over the 
^e liad lived, and regarded it as if it had 
^ tha^ ^* some other person. She had 
^^ Ti born in the wrong family, she said to 
\^eTself ; tihat was the beginning. They loved 
ber well, the practical, unimaginative parents 
whose only child she was; but they had never 
understood what she meant. Her ways were 
not as their ways, nor her thoughts as their 
thoughts. They had been proud of her in 
somtj uncotnprel^e^ding fashion, but they had 
smiled at her aspirations and ambitions as 
at the amusing vagaries of a petted infant. 
They gave her the harp on which she wanted 
to play just as they had given her the talking 
doll she had coveted and made friends with 
when she was a child. They let her buy her- 
self poetry hooks just as they had let her buy 
sweetmeats. They were good and dear,— oh, 
so good and dear!— she said to herself on this 
morning of her thirtieth birthday. But they " 
did not know her. No one had ever known 
her; of that she felt certain. 

She took a little hand-mirror from her 
dressing-table, and began to study her face 
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WHEN SHE WAS THIRTY 

in it. The features had not changed \ 
much since she was twenty. Perhaps 
eyes were a little more sad, and the che 
had not quite the wild-rose bloom that 




longed to them ten years ago; but re; 
there was not so very much differer 
Then she held the glass nearer and loo] 
in it a little more closely. There were—] 
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TALES FROM McCLURE'S 

there were— wrinkles, slight yet unmis'^^^^jT:^ 
ble, at the corners of her eyes. They ^'^^^^^ 
biff blue eyes, by the way, with black la^h^^''^^^ 
The young gold of her hair was turning 
autumnal brown; and the lips that had nev« 
been warmed by kisses seemed to have gro\« 
thinner. 

'Tes/' she said; "ah, yes; I am older. 
can see it in the glass. I am not so prett^^ 
as I \?v-a,s; but what good did the prettines^ 
<lo? "Who ever loved me really, unless — ^ 
She did not finish the sentence. If she ha<^ 
it would have been " unless Tom did." 

And then she laid down the glass, and ^^^ 
thoughts went on a long journey, hack to ^^^ 
far-away days when Tom Rhodes used to cotne 
home Tjvith her from all sorts of places, ^^^ 
look a-fc her v^dth such eloquent eyes that she 
had not forgotten their language even ^^ * 
She had never let him go farther than lOO^" 
ing, however. The world— her uncotv .^ .^ i 

tingdoxxi— was all before her in th(^ ^^9^^ ^^ 

and she did not mean to take Tom iv ^^ ^^1<^1a 
ninis-fcer. He was a dear good fell ^ ^1^^^\. 
.sed always to think that when she ^'^'^^ 



m.. 



\ about him a-fc a,ll. I^iat 

the world., and pjskixi-fc^x's 
Tom— was only Tonca- He 
winter, aTid -was \>-\JL&y o^^ * 
small farm in -fclxe sTamm. 
would, you coiald no* ^^^| 
of a conquering her*=*- J^ 
from speaking, an<i ,^"f 
died, and he li»<i sold 
gone away to tlia* va^^ 
known in those days »s 
he had done there, or 
him, who knew? J^^^^ 
She wondered if it we 
to other won.en to feel t 

-- tn the eyxp wer^dr. , 

faffed, -fter ^11? Peo 
beautiful, -and surei^ < 
f least pretty— but vfl 
t r'' The right suitor^ 

the'fe^ who seemed t, 
thought in th.s hour,^ 



TALES FROM McCLURE'S 
membered tones and looks, shy flowers shy^ 
given, tender little cares for her oomfon 
small things. But in those old days h^^" 
bition soared far beyond Tom- WouW 

have oeen ^ 
had she cared lor 
him? Would A^ia^^^ 
understood ^^^ ' 
Would love have 
made that possible? 
For she felt now 
that her deepest 
longing had always 
been to be under- 
stood. Love that 
was given to the 
external Eleanor 
would never have 
been enough. She 
must meet some one 
who had the key to 
her deepest soul, else must she live and die 
more solitary than any monk of old in his 
hidden iermitage. 
Could if^ be that she had thro>?vn away what 
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mig\itTttave "bee-n. \xf e'l 

well, it was of xxo vise 

was far away, stTxi^L sir 

Just then slie sa."w "t 

coming slo-wly Ao^vwtci. 

up thewinclo-vw, stxi.<3- 3 

hand for the le>-fc-fce»xrs 

^Jl from scliool-S^^^ 

glanced at -blcie* l3.axx3. 

S**o was no-fc ixx -tl^« 

them. ** I>rea'^ril-'y "* 

I'erseif as slie» <>■£>« 

'i'opped froxxx ^ J^^ 

M«tlessly. Svi<i<i«^ 

had eo^e * V^-x. 

you 3pe:*l^ «f ^ . 

youts, ^^-^ ^^^? " 



the floo'^ ^^ CO< 
*lie x:f&r»r^^^ 
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TAIjES -B'ROM McCL.URE^'S 

q., President of the Wheel of Fir© Mining 

mpany." 

^° *^^^ "Was .what had become of Tom. 
le had not remembered the J. in his xtsLrryOy 

HI K**'^^® ^* ™^* ^® Tom. There coiild 

r<"y be another Tom Rhodes of Connecti- 

the A ®**M^<^®* prosperous, this marriage 

aaugjj^er of the president of a mining 

Tipany. jg^ ^l^^is ^^^ ^j^^ ^^^ ^^ ^^^ ^^^ 

le lover, ghe had never said before, even 
Herself, th^.* she knew Tom loved her; but 
' acknowl©aged it to her own heart now 
jeas as if a, ^vindow had been opened into 
' past, and » S^^^t flood of hght poured 
m a day wH^^® ^^^ had long since set. 
fes, Tom A^^ '"^^e^^ her, and Tom wozdd 
re understo*^**- ^® ^°** she might have 

>n one, if oi^^y ^^^ had known if only 

^t weak airal^i*'**" she used to think so 
ong and fin^ ^^d not held her heart in 
thrall, sh^ *'^'* **'® ^®^ England con- 
"ice, and it TW^a»^rne in upon her mind 
* she ough<; -bo^^Tom to be haj>pj^ in 
'new love, tjlaisfleiv life. ly"^^ ^^"^-x ^\ve. 
88 




89 



d 
TALES FROM MeCLUBE'^ ^,4 

tried to cheat herself into thinking „ (.jieO 
her soul defied her. " You know we^^' .< tii** 
the voice of conscience within h^^' ua,pp5* 
you don't want him to be quite, qui*® p^is- 
You would n't like him to be absol«*^^^\tvg 
erable, but you want him to be so^ ^^y^ 
short of satisfied ; to say to himself ^^^V^v^aVe 
and every day, ' Ah! Eleanor would nO^ ^ 

done this, or said that; Eleanor would 
understood better.' " ^ 

And then conscience cried aloud, *' ^^'/^\y 
poor, small soul ! Is that the best of "^"v^ 
you are capable? You would not care to 
him when he might have been yours; he W3S 
not grand enough for you then; and now yo^ 
would wish him something short of life's hesC 
good! " And she listened to the voice, and, 
afraid of herself, she cried out for strength; 
and it was as if her guardian a»ge^ ^^^^^^ 
from the heights of heaven aod ^^^^ ^^^ 
quivering soul upward to a nn^^r si^^' '^^^"^ 
the impulse came to her + ^Z^-b© "^ ^®^^^ 
which should convey to T v/is^**^'"' 

his happiness-wishes whoi?" ^^^^^^'^'^'''^L 
She lingpered over it for ^ hC^^^^tO^- ^'^ 

90 **^ ®°^^ 
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WHEN SJFT-EJ T^^^ ^^^^ 

She addrossed ^^^^ ^\%\^I ^l 
Rhodes, care of J-^" ^^^^d^polf 
Colorado." Sh« ««^^^^ yo«z.S h^'^ 
then the thirty-y^^r-^ ^ ^^^ O^ 

that she haa iixaeed *^" ^„di^ "^^t 
her youth, arxd tli© ^^^^ ^^ ■ 

\Tas already lDegii»- -.^_j- tiiis iA^ 

It Yfas not lo»^ t; old *owb q^* 
eomer to tli© ^^^^ ^^avt&iritance, ^ 
made Miss Gray s ^^l-Toame */ie -^ 
last-so it seeixieci^^ ^i,om ^; ^^ 
knight of r<^"^^^"*^iand waspoetg^J 
dreamed. A-Ustin ^'^^^ enou^A/orj^ 
both; one glory '^^'^f^^je Connecticut 
had come to the ' -m-ifng- Wts oy 
paint some of i*^ ^^^ ^f i*8 ^an 
and meadow-land, .^j^ human, t 

trees that seetned ^^ ^^„ ^f ^aj 

lived so long and ^f\ g he said, 
aividuality. His P'^*"^^tber band, 
sale ; his poems, on **^ jj. He su] 
the property of the wori^ ^^^j^ 
was unfortunate, l>^* .^ verse^'. s«. 
utterly subjective. 1**L^ of ^^^^ 

-were, were the very ^ 
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TALES FI^OM ^^^ ^^^^arUei. 
surely tbey did not ^^ ^^^^ ^„ 

P'"'^'- the first Bland ^^^^^^^turaJ^y t^^* 
Frotft the tursi. „or. -^%,^en man/ 

Jerest flattered her. ^^ persist ^^^ 

years since ^^T. «^*^„a n^^' ^'^Liering 
sougV.*^ J.^^:^^!?; Tame the ^^^f ^^ke, 
" aopeiidix" of lwe» v.-i*>ct for her 
^ -readv to turn s«^J®^„„d to sing »«* 

P^C^dolybeenwaiting^-^^^ Uy to 
^^e v.as past thirty that she ^^ t 

^iein to live? It seemed so, 3 g^od let- 

Eland had brought one or ^.^grs were 

fc^x-«,-forevex.iur.talUyefield^^,^,^ at a 
«^cessary,-and he had «^f first week 

Ji j^Ji tea at the rectory, the j J^^^^^g tnid- 
a^*.er his arrival. 1\^*^ i«^s%?hen the sun 
.^ ™«,er- the long g^^^'^t Ihat he se^ ^J 
«^«^s so in love >^ ' or\A te at its »^^J' 
i^ « *a««j.; ^2ien ^ t^' tes and t\.e W^ 
^" ^ tie birds ?• ^^^ 1*^ ^^ fas « ^« ^'' f 



^ff^ ^pf 






\ that f^'li^^J^^*^ 




^ V ^r^- 



studied t^e^: t>5<^"^^^ 



tierseli, ^o "^ 



« 



^ALES FROM McCLURE'S 

her in Frencli metres — rondeaux, 

verses t ^^^^ j^allades; and these, he told 

Uiolets^^ for her only— that cry of his heart 

^^^! T^^ne other than herself must hear. It 

"^^^^^airso deligl^tf uUy romantic that Eleanor 

^^^^ ^rni think she was quite sufficiently in 

^^th hitn, though love was somehow a 

T ^ strenuous and exciting emotion than she 

had hitherto supposed. She was rather glad 

ometimes to he left alone at the close of an 

afternoon of art and of romance. Of course 

tbis was because she was thirty. There could 

be no doubt that it was the right thing — this 

high-bred passion that wooed her with all the 

resources of art. Bland had not spoken of 

the future, but that must be because he was 

too delicately reserved to approach her 

rashly. 

^ t last there o^^^ ^ ^^^^ twilight. Bland 

and Eleanor ^^^ been watching the sunset 

th!orf^''' ^e U0.d been talking about his 

^^e o/j^^^*JiyV^ii Tories; they were for him 

^^^^. wh ^^^fiw Vi^ ^^^ sufficient theme. 

■^^ tk ^^^^ had fairly gone out of 



sight, me.r.^ ^^ ^' 

stood for a. rr^^^ ^^ *o deps 

Eleanor. '*»«naent looking th. 

^'Shallit bo at -fc>.^^^ to-morrow 

andtherx ho was ^ox^o, and sh« « ^ 

inthewaxxing: Ti^ht. Of course ±^^ 

mg ta ask Ixor -fco l>o his wife. Jt 

manner had €sx:x>i-o»so<i his inton^-t^z 

was as o^xrfcaixx of it as if he IrM^sm^^i 

spoken. ^VSThy x?v^a.s she not mor^ < 

Why did sho al^w^sLys feel just a J i -^ 

when they hstd h^^xi for somehour-:3 -fc^ 

Of conrso i"fc APV^oTalcl he a gloriouis <:ie 

be what ho ha-d ostlled her — the qxi^^^ 

art, to shaxTO his ambitions, to l>^ ^ 

fidant of his dxrofitms. She ought ^u 

be grateful to rfato, and surely she x^^^ 

thirty, no douht, the time for ecstasj^ j% 

She looked out ixxto the vague dist^^r^ oc 

saw some ono -talking toward her xol^^^^ 

trees that f xrixxgrod the^ highwa3r. y- 

seemed sorxxothin^ f amihar in the oo:^ 



^fa. ^HEN SHE WAS THIBTy 

^Ij^^ She caught her breath ^ ^t 
>H a?^^ ®y®^ deceiving herl ^°' ^ 
\\ ^ ^^olutely was-Tom Rbodes'- ^^^ 
^ J^^am, she got up and »o^®* a-* 
g^/*^^t him; for he liad '^'^ ' , 

tK,t^^ seemed hardly to Uno^»' ^^* ^^ ^1 

'/^«'^. Tom?" slie cried, " yo^^'l^i/* 
"/*■»' -Bleanor; the sameo\4^° f'* 
"j?*'' J'our wife 1 ^Where is 8»f' l^et 
"W^""^' <33rfing, if only Icati^*^ 

? ^J^r* I ^™ ^o* TlioTnae 3- ^^^.1J^ 
^""^ froZ^^"^^ coiisixi; fxroxn Cotvtvec^'i^ 

>« W^« Rhodes, at your ^^^* 
V^**'<io ^<^1»** loved yoTi years »gP'^ 

Xfr**^ Uaca ^"^.e"!!* *^^ marr-yixig any other' 
^^UldJ^^^ zn& feel, in -Ctie old dajs. 
» ^»»ta^ ^^^f xxo -u.se to speak to yo\x, 
^^^ R ^*"-. :Bu.-fc -vsrIieTx X got yourV 
^^ y^Tx -were Bleaxior Graj 
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^^^3 FROM McCLURE'S 

.\l TL <5Lid not win you, it should not 

^t,\^e^\v\x^ ^ -sTV^as too cowardly to ask. At 

^s, ^^^^^^^^^^^, a right to know how long and 

^""^t \ We\o-v^^ you. I have done no great 

"tUinss- 1 a-^ neither hero nor poet nor states- 

man;to\.l^^'^^ lived a clean, honest life, and 

there is not one page of it I am ashamed that 

you should read." 

"You loved me— me— all this time? '* she 
erred; andtliere was a little choking quiver 
in her voice. 

**Yes," he answered solemnly; "I loved 

you, and you only, then and now and always; 

b at you have not answered me yet, darling/' 

"Oh, I forgot that; but you know, don't 



you*' 



And indeed Tom knew; for the eyes that 
looked into his lit the growing dusk with 
their great light of joy, and the lips that 
had been strangers hitherto to a lover's kiss 
yielded themselves to his once and forever. 
Eleanor was won. 

After all, thirty was not old age. These 
two found that they W^re young enough still 
for ecstasy. The ijj^oxi came up in the east 



xoo 
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^^^^^^H::E7jsr SHE WAa 

^^d loolszeci at; tliem cjirio 
^^^ ^^^^sblTxly lovers. Thi 
^^^ *o lov^x^, fox- she 13 nea 

I -y^airs old; SLnd she is not H 

j ^^istialco. EJieaxiox- wondered 

I ^vex- havo fa^nciGd herself tc 

I She xvondoreci yet more that 

kxioMTxi from tlie very first tha 

/ and. To 1X1 only, to ivliom she be. 

At last slie told him about A 

** I have l>oen trying all sun 

him,'' she said fx-anlc7jr. ''J tho 

the thing, to do; but I had got a 

^^ '^^^ing^ Hg is coming- to see i 

5^''<^loclc to-morrow, because he has 

"'^^^^^^^ox^axit to &SLjr to me/' 

^OTii laug^hed as a successful m^ 
''Well, I shall be away just th^ 
going to Boston to get a ring wh^^ 
fetter you to ^ood faith. Deal g^^, 
,ue erring:. I shall be back by tft^ 
l^clock train to console you forbid j 
The next afternoon Austin Bj^ 
r^unctnaL He eame as one who ^^ 
'llow Sadness was m his voice a^, 
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brow. A weed ot^ his hat would not more 

clearly have emphasized him for sorrow's 

own. 

" I go," he said; " I go this very night from 

you who are the queen of my art, and I must 

never see your too fair face again." 

" What! " cried Eleanor, startled for once 
from her stronghold of composure. 

"No, never! I am to>e married next 
month to some one who loves me — but ah, 
she is not you! I have let myself forget all 
in the supreme joy of your presence; but I 
must forget no longer. Pity me! You can 
afford me so much grace. Circe, I dare not 
drink your cup.'' 

I-fc was really quite a masterly exhibition of 

his-briomc power. It was hard-hearted and 

un^ateful of Eleanor to smile at it, as I am 

afraid 1 am bound to confess that she did. 

- X t / "^^^^^^d ^l^ost as soon as you 

"'"' of the ow ^'^'^^'^' ^''^ ^^- Tom Rhodes, 

Tt do notTer"' f '^' ^^^^1 ^f Fire mine. 
But do not let us lose siffht r^* ^™ v, ^v. 

Your sketches of Ryefield «^ ""^ *'*^''' 

too lovely. I shouW Se tr^^ ^'^^ "^^^^^ 

ino Sive you an 
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for som^ of t|, 
order do i ^ay iB^iot altog^' **at i^ 
Co\ot=^ ^la horn© - '' ^ **«' ^eei be^^g 

oi *^^^^J are oim.Ty too goo^^. ^'^ 

' ^,^ Austin Bl^nd said >y,^ ^'^ SoO(f 
\s.\tvA, ^^at rea-lly never „"^"% "a''^ 

^ Ktva Jt^^ made his exit, this W^. , 
aoriovw^^^ countenance, after thJ ''^ ^^e 
proved theories of romance. T! i;"**®* ap. 
seven o'clock Eleanor told her Uhi ~^^^t 
the afternoon to Tom Rhodes- a", *^^® of 
said, with a laugh, "So you ^^ r ^"^ «he 
I have hadhim, after a]]; you are „„,, S*"^<* »'* 

I choice." ""'^«ob8on's 

I "No, thank God! I am Eleanor's" 
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WHEN my Y^ xxae alone ^ 
died, he lef t> x«^^ g,,^,^] 

girl, the farm, »^ ^^ »76. 

liappened in K»»s*^ crying' 
You don't '"i"^^ I 'a never 
'T seems aS ^^^'''^^yJe tii»e »in 
all out of me. :r"h»t tl^**^® 
nor me so old» ^^ na-rtorrsbva^* 
before me like » J^g^inrxi©^ ^ 
I can feel that ho'^ ^^xieW <>* 
in the sky,- an' the ^a^es 

movirf all the *»'^®_^oti<>'^ *^ 
got dizzy with the ^^^^ ca-" 
the grasshoppers- g^,ri' ' 

came a^flyin' hy ^^^^^oT 
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led ^^' 
brown clouds; how they crept an' cravr^ ^^, 

squirmed through the wheat arf the ^^^^^^ 
the grass, bitin' an' chewin' every Y^JC^^ 
thing, leavin' nothin' but black an' ^> 
shreds, an' the earth more desolate tha ^^^ 
a fire had swept over it. They were ®^^V^^ 
where out of doors; they came into the ^^^ ^-4> 
--down the chimney when they could "^ ^^^ 
in through the door,— an' I Ve picked \^^^ 
bony bodies out of my pockets many ^ ^-gVt* 
^n' knocked 'em off the table so as I ^w,a^ 
Piit down a dish. If you killed one, ^ ^^ jj^ 
sand c-^nie to the funeral. All day ^^ ^- 
^^Sht yroM heard the click, click, click ^^ 
**eir t>^dies as they walked about, 3^^^^^ 
*®^e a.xr:»' there, or rubbed against one ^ 
<>ther. An' poor Micah's body under f . 

^Janke-fc — *^®y were all about it, an' \ \S^\ 
*o brui^ 13 'em away. Anybody woui^ > ^, .tl^* 
^^ they- ^d l^®^^ 1^ "^y place, such ^<^ 

^^y Wa^ that— me an' baby all alon^ ^ ^S^"^^ 
village *^^ ™^^^ ^^' ^^' "^* a soui^^^^^^ 
*han n^i^^^'^'' ?T^' **'''®^ "^^'^^s aw^^' A\e^- 

it was ^11 ^^ '"^^^^ ^^^^^ All day Vx^. ^^ 
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NEJ(^^ ... , 

out ^^ tlae sun ^^ ^ he wa 
tryirf to ^work v?Hf Jiead a 
lae came in with ^^f^ja UP^ 
atf not a smile on ^^^ sle* 
hat an' rolled dowJ^ A\^<^^^ 

"I 'm downright ^ ou^ 
he said at last, loo^^^^^^^^^ 
" There 's no use in ^^^ ^^ 
an' the hoppers. ^1^%^ ^^ 
kill 'em, an' in a wee\i *\t>l^^\ 
all gone. It looks a0 ^<^ 
comes we won't haV^ ^^^ 
b'lieve 1 've killed te^ i;>^ 
creatures to-day, ari V^ 
drops in a rain-storm." .t>V , ^ 

Then lie picked up \^^ . ^ 
down oxi tlie bed with \fi^^^ 
no more. I bustled ro^ ^1^ 
ing, an' as quiet as V^\.^ 
tiired. in mind an' body ^ 
an* fi.x^ed np a nice supp©^' l 
i^as all set, an' the food o^^^ 
as ol^o^rf nl an' encouragl^ 
i^v'oxa.lcl let me make it, 1 ^ 
lx& did n*-t answer. So 1 ^ 
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room, an' put my hand on his face so as to 
wake him gently, as I was used to doin'. 

Oh, dear! oh, dear! The loved face was 
cold and white, an' I give one scream, an' fell 
beside him, knowin' nothin'. Yes, Micah was 
dead— gone to sleep, never to waken, passed 
from life with little Hannah snuggled in his 
arms. 

No wonder I cry when I remember that 
lonesome night, holdin' the little one in my 
arms, an' watchin' the still face on the bed, 
knowin' that nevermore those eyes would 
look into mine, nevermore those cold lips 
would speak to me. An' when the momin' 
came, gray an' hopeless, there was no one 
but me an' the baby an' poor Micah's body; 
an' the hoppers a-creepin' an' a-crawlin' all 
through the house as if they were a-buyin* 
of it at auction, a-rustlin' their wings an* 
a-hustlin' their bodies until I thought there 
was a cool wind instead of a hot, breathless 
mornin'. I covered up the dear face, an', 
kneelin' by his side, prayed an' cried, an' cried 
an' prayed. It was all I could do for my hus- 
band of three years. I don't know what else 
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J^TIVG 



tlnoTig^lit. 



heard xiothin' xa^tVl ^^^*- ^' 

"Why, Mrs. I>3rracheon»- wasi 
^okin up thi-o^^h my tears, I sa 
King a-standin' by xxie. ■" i viras f 
road," he said, ** an" thoug^ht: I 'd ; 
good mornin'- 'Wheire »s J!krioa 

field, an' yoxa st— <5X-yin' for lozaeso 
laxiSAVer^d xxo"fci».in% but put up 
pul\e«aback: tlie slneet; from the des 

"^MyGodl" -vva.s all *»« said; 
«erea. bacls: to a chair, ari' sat j 
miniates witho^* » word, 

l»ladain, forei^^® Tried »*,l^' 






of such a tTrLin^," *^ ^^^^ Y>.cr^ 






evetry x«-^ ^^, or ^^ 



-m 
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TALES FROM McOI^ -^^^"^^^ ^ 

Now, Mrs. Pyncheon!" he ^^^«^ ^3,y oi 
solemn voice an' grave, «^oN« ^^ ^yygX 

in',— "now, Mrs. Pynche<7j^^-_ ^^^^^ ^^y/t 



t everythin' to me. ^''"o^^~^^ ^^ ^^^ 
\ no women iolks in my ^ ^ ' B.Xi- oiV"^ 

i^; but I 'JI ride to town, an ^T® , \ielp 



a friend of mine, to come <^lj^ \r/^^ 
hrough. J 'II see, too, that ^ ^^^ ^^€> 
I coffin an' a minister. I^^ t ^""^-j^Vo^^ 
woman, Mrs, pyncJieon, ttigm-'^ "By 

tell you to be, if he could s/>^,s^"j^^lk: to 
wn I '11 have somebody you ca^ ^^-^"^^j c»»- 
lo '11 cheer you up better th^ r>oor 

rrow— to-morrow we '11 bury -j^ ^^^ 

en he said this it set me t^i ^<?^-^'^' /J 
t was BO still that I looked up ^ ^^^^^^ 
f alone. A-down the road wa*^* 2^ ^'^^Z^ 
it, an' I heard the muffled foot^^,^» ^^^^e 
3or Kings horse on his Way ^V^^^ 

"to-morrow we '11 bury hiw, 
that all that long, lonesome *' . 
junditi' in my ears, as if some' "^t^ 
'em out with the tickin' of th ^^^ "' 
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even n<»^tv?^c» ^^^t * ^ r*'^^, 

it those *-r^i^^^<^- *J»^^^ ^^' 

house, «^V^* ^ J^ ^^^ feJi''^ 

dov. or tl^ ^^ *L^i^ ^^^ 

aro>xT.d ^*' ,^e^ :« ^ 

spot ^as ^ 
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was more to me than earth or heaven. I 
never understood how I got through those 




"MRS. CHALLEN HELD ME IN HER ARMS 



two terrible days. I can't remember dis- 
tinctly. It 's all dream-like, as if in a thin, 
grayish fog. I know that Mrs. Challen held 
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^^\aYvet arms — for I waa a 1 
thVtvg— \ike a motlier; t\iat tin 
^otda 1 never lieard; that the 
X)f a few farm people from miV 
at me; that the grasshoppei 
foot, an' in the air, axi' even 
but above all else I recall, ' 

the other people like soxnebod? ' 
world, the tall, straigTnt ioTii ' 
of neighbor King. It was a 
who managed everytTnixig, in 
his hand fell upon xny shoiild^ ' 
until the last lixrib ^was Itxiit ' 
fence around the lonely grave 
have happened to me witl:io\iA 
I 'm only a VT^oman, — one of 
I s'pose, — for 1 hrolte do^WTci en 
after poor Micah was l3nried. 
said I w^ent crazy: that X *d. "k.T 
side of the "bed an' cry as i± 
break; that again an' aga.i 
front door an' looked \ip a-n' 
treeless road, an' thex\ to 
^jiere I ^wonld call ** M.ica.lx 
I 'd been nsed to callin' Ixin 
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I 'd listen, with my hand to my ear, to hear 
him answer. Last of all, worst of all, she 
said, I went staggerin' across the street, an', 
pushin' through the rough fence, threw my- 
self upon the grave, an' begged of the great 
Father to give me back the dead that had 
been so much to me when he was living. I 
don't wonder at my losing my head. Micah 
an' I were both so young, an' we had loved 
each other so much, as common folks often 
do, that to lose him was robbin' my life of 
all its brightness an* sweetness. 

The momin' after the funeral neighbor 
King was round bright an' early, findin' me 
red-eyed an' weakly. 

'* Well, well, Mrs. Pyncheon," he began, in 

what was for him a cheery voice, " what are 

we a-gom' to do now besides suramin' up a 

^^^llr m''^^^^^^' to our relations?" 

No,Mr. King,-I answered, havin' thought 

T"" 11 ^^ ^ ^^**^^' ''^o; I 'm goin' to 
u !l K >^^^^ ^^ ^^lation I want to 

lu f:Jlr^ .^ ^^^ P^^<^^ for me an' Hannah. 
The farm is pa.d for, an' all I have is here an' 
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thank me; I 'd rather you would n't. Just 
keep cheerful, an' as long as we Ve got to 
live, let 's make the best of life." 

This was very good from neighbor King— 
somethin' you would n't expect from such a 
sad or solemn-lookin' man — a man so quiet, 
so reserved, appearin' always as if he had 
some grief of his own, so that he could sym- 
pathize with others in misery. He must have 
been forty years old, for his dark-brown hair 
vvas showin' gray around the temples, an' 
there were deep wrinkles around the corners 
of his mouth, an' lots of little ones around 
his deep-sunken brown eyes. It always 
seemed to me as if he 'd been constructed 
for a minister or a lawyer, an' stopped half- 
way as a farmer. He was no half-acre 
farmer, but a worker of hundreds of acres, 
an' my little homestead was only a potato- 
patch alongside of his. The queerest thing 
about his place was that there was n't a 
woman on it. All the work, cookin' an' 
everything, was done by men. Well, girls 

"^^1^^.?!! ? ^^""^^ ^^y' ^^' ^l^^se parts, an' 
perliaps that was the reason. Maybe, again, 
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solfisli :fx-iexid a 

oox- iCin^, aslcin' 

Ti-x2o enoug-h, 
loa^v-o me much ' 
keep soul and fooc 
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green after the critt 
i^as only one thing 
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Neigh bar King (his 
I found out afterwi 
matters pretty closeh 
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NEIGHBOR 

cause, aali^ said, I was a v 

suffer. TT^^^e was hardly 

ride over the little farm 1 

Nvete s^iti% always stoppii 

ivave ^ cheerful talk, or i 

comm' ftom the village, a 

nev/s oi the big world so f;; 

he left a newspaper, that W 

self what was a-goin' on. T: 

thing, in his grave, soothii . 

down my sorrow— not to 1 ; 

for that was impossible—? i 

way of my life as pleasant \ 

hedged in with sweet-sn \ 

alive with birds nestlin' am 

the buds and blossoms. ] i 

ful, peaceful way neighb i 

three years, to build his liJ i 

thinkin' matters over, I re ! 

necessary to make that 

did n't forget poor MicJ 

At the same time I felt t i 

on alone the balance of mj 

ger in my heart for some ' 

love me. An' he? ^^y^ ; 
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line had been spoken; but I rea^,^,^ ^v^ 
in his eyes, his looks, liis manner^' t^^^ ^ 
of his voice. Women read -"^^^^^ ^i5j,"^X^ 
neither print nor writin'. I covJd ^ NX ''e {q^^^ 

he should love me, though as w^oi»^^ %i^ , 

young -fifteen years younger th^n i^//^^ 

fair-lookin', an' a worker. I ^^ ^'^^ V. ^^''^'s^^ 
able an' in sympathy vdth hiJ«- ^"^^^^*' "~^«^' 
in my place, an' be the \QtA^mfe, '^o,,^''^- 
creature I was, an' a*.o i* i , <» ^'*«e/f 

the man who pnt asfde \^^^^^^^ -t?-^ 
gave you sunshine to d^^* da^^ <i^^Vv.^^°*''^ 
cheerful voice instead cW^^ deapai-t ^"« 
of us spoke. It was n't ^ ^'^^^^«- *4y>? -*" 
derstood. An' because ^®«^«ssa^. ;Pi> ^®-^ 
skies were brighter, an' ^^^ that to nxe I"^' 
tiful, the days fuller of ^ ^*'*h niore K^*^« 
there was hope an' quiet ^^^''^'^ n^usic ^^- 
Ah me! I ^j^ ^ -* Joy eve^^e?; ^^• 
this sunny Uf e, back of ^.^ i^' but b^^, 
that came doAvn all am, ^'« bit of hei^ ***! 
black cloud fun of to^^«<^ «^e, ^,t T^n 
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u-o habit, but cantered 1 
stop, as was his ham , ^^ .^ j^^ 

down and -ms Joose^ ^^;^^,^,3, 

he talked an' by his lookin' mostly ^^ ^^^ 

^Ttrange, too, he began about crop^ ^^. 

prices. Then he had somethm to say al>^„t 
the village, and from that to hvin 122 bi^ 
cities, an' how such places changes people's 
natures, makin' women different creatures — 
more bold, more forgetful of friends, Io^b. 
kindly to their sex than those of the count}^^^ -^ 
An' be said it all as slowly an' softly ^^^^ 
solemnly as those ministers pray who don>-<^^ 
think the Lord 's deaf. He seemed to b^^ - 
tryin' ^^ S®* ^^ somethin' by goin' round it ^ 
an' I thought that somethin' was me. 

u jjeighbor King," I said finally, " you al^ 
ways 0p^^^ ^^ kindly of women folks that /t> 
seems ^^^ *^ ^^ that you never iare ^ 
wotn^n ^^ y^"^ farm, an' odder still thai 
you V^ never married." 
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"Mrs. Pynclieoxi," — liis face lightin* 
like the sky 3-ias-fc "before sunrise, — "you ^ 
are old an' -tried f iriexids, an' I know jo^, 
respect an' ke^p secret -what I 'm goino^ 
tell you, ari' ■wlis,!;, to be plain, I came to -^ 
you. I kne"w, a.rx' I did. n't -wonder, that ^ 
thought it strange ,1 'd never married. ^ 
Lord only kno-vws hoAV I hunger for a worn^^ 
love, a -woman's talk, a woman's prese^ 
where I can see her. I would give all i 
worth if I could take a good woman by ' 
hand as r^iy ^w^f «, an' go forth even to b^^ 
Uf e over again. Hunger an' thirst are ^ 
rible, but they are easily borne m compaj^^ 
with the hunger an' thirst for a woman ^ ^• 
that I ha^re endured for years^ No oa^ 
realize my lonesomeness, Mrs. Pynch^ 
realize niy ^. -l^^ <>aueht my hands i:jO^ 

an'reachin' «"*'i!f^^d^5r yeaJs. You.^ 
"I've been your fr.endfo-y^.^^ ^^^ 

it. I t>eliev- y^- -« ^- f,,^ you a."^^ 

continue J^^ij, ^J^^^gi^e you, in its pV^ 
I dare not tell, an » ^^, I knowyov:^^ 
fact that you musr ^^^^ ,ji ^e so ao.^^~ 
brave an' ^^^^^% one here knows ^l^^ 
secret, too — i*** ^^S 
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goin' to tell you. Mrs. Pyncheon, i ^ 
married man." ^ «» 

I could n't help it, but the news vi^-^^^ 
sudden an' so startlin' that my hands ^^^ ^ 
away from his with a wrench, an' I ^.^^^^ 
away, feelin' hurt an' shamed, if not gi^""^^^- 
an' I felt a flush of anger bumin' my ^^^^^^^^ 
"There! there! don't misjudge me, *^^^ 
Pyncheon. Pity me instead. I Ve ma-f ® ^^ 
attempt to deceive you. I Ve been sil^ ^ 
because I could not talk about a matte»^ *'^f'„ 
^as sad an' sacred. Yes, I 'm married; f^^ 
^an' ^reat tears came into his eyea— ^Z- 
^^e iigtS been hopelessly insane for ten year^' 
^on bx»Tied Micah, and mourned for bJi^ 
tnoHT^- he was dead. I buried my ^, 
^ive. .God knows whether I 've grieved ^"""^ 



«r. Side's man insane asylum. Fcit^^ 
^ cou](£ not break away an' leava J ,- i* 
f^^Qied &o heartless to desert ©ae ^^' i 
;«®»lth^ joyan'prideofmyyoutA ^*"' S^ 
•doctor t<^Id me that it was death fa -^"e '^ ^ 
stayed; t;J>»* ^<'°"''^ no* last more fl, ^ ^^^^^^ 
goin'on^I'^^beenlivin'. Nowyo^^^*:";. 
•lerstand ^^y ^ ^"^ here, solitarj^^' ^^ 



prayers f^ "* ^^""^ 
unused to *r«WgWi^ 0^ 

'^o^^eS^^^^^y forehead, ^' 

*»-uth AvaZ^ -^'^Sry; I ^a^ 
^^ huiTi^"'^''' ^ ^as del' 

»>eant;. Tl ^'^^^gli to kn^ 
P*****^ man J^^ ^"ae titti0 
' chained, so to 
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person, bearin'his unseen burden so uncom- 
plainingly, an' doin' godlike work all the year 
round. But the more I thought over that 
kiss, the more I realized that between neigh- 
bor King an' myself had been suddenly put 
up a high wall, he on one side, I on the 
other; an' that in the future I should see 
him very seldom. 

It happened as I thought. Days passed 
an' neighbor King came not. The thumpety- 
thump of his pony no longer sounded along 
the road. Mornin's and evenin's came an' 
went, an' not a " howdy do '' in his pleasant 
voice. I was n't surprised; I expected as 
much for a time. Finally, one of the hired 
men said he 'd gone away. Then I put my 
lips together m a dogged way, an' settled 
down to a lonesome life, cheered a little by 
the prattle of little Hannah, an' kept from 
rustin' by the farm work. I was lonesome, 
^ery lonesome, when the evenin' shadows 
crept over the ground, an' the crickets be- 
gan to sing, the katydids to scold, an' the 
hoot-owl to give his mournful cry over in the 
grove where Mieah lay. ^ ™ ^^^ 
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taz.es from ^^'^^^^''^^^''^ yearly 

are was daybreak at last, -*z.I^oUg ^^& 

ith after neighbor King h*^ ^^^tVve ^^^^ 
a men brought me a ^^^%;^^ ^^ -£ a JoJ^^ 
ad for vtsars,— ;ii]' I Jook<"~^^f ^ 'n'/iat 




3or King'^. Was it g:ood «^^^ '^^'^ox® 
ivel my heart up as wifc/] fti"e "^ A^VA"^^ 

md an' pulled out the sheet, Xf^ 

mg to read it, 

'•Chicago, August IT, ^^^^ "has 

ts. PY.vrmcoN: 1 find that my v.^ :::^^ 
ead a year. ^^^ ^^ 

"Horace 3;^ _ , ^ ^' 

letter dropptjri from my hand ^^ "'l^ 
artbreaking end of a, love-st'o^ > ies 

up of one of those little t »r^ \ ^ >cti 

the world seldom hears about **% ^ ^^^ 
Dries are happeninf? all tK Vv^^ n 
poor people, an' so are too ^^^ ^ ^ 

i way-up world; yet tliey a^^^'^'V^^ ^*^ 
!hes, an' hot. droppin' tears ^ %Y ^ 




j\^:jszrG:^s 



sobs that are lilco m« 

borKing had csome *< 

iad found tlxe idol o 

put away in li«r ^ 

hopin'was a* ^;» ^'^i*' 

must have «"^t^^^ 
years, nobody *>«* *""; 

that he was ^ ^-^^^ . o f 
farm an' gTO ^^^^^^""J 
Whom he h»<i fooexa sc 

soon be f o'^^*^**®";* 
thought! I* ^i^l'T* 
knew how inuoh 1^ 

ing left -1-"^;, *"wfrc 
withered, an »« 

me up a.long *^;^ Se . 
myself. J- *^"^ ^^tr^ 

tf^^^^^ame into 
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an' ix^f ore I coma p^f *^ * '*«P behind me, 

^y sl^oulder. I ";7^' ««ftly iaid upon 

iT\gTn--fcened to speat ^".^ *» ^7 feet, too 

a^ arm around n,y nect ,^""^ **«« ^as 

c^eek an' I heard ^21^^° ^ ^^'^^ "P"'' ™7 

^appy laugh, "jt 's onf '"^f "^ «ay, with I 

you," he said, b:2. J Ve co«e back for 
a^am. 'Did „^t ^.tl?"" ^"' kissin' me 
^asherelast?» ^'" ""^erstand ^e when I 

■I ^'nought T A' 
kiss was a soT-f ^^' ^^* ^as n'f m. 

p,.in no., an"*i?^-3^3te:y."B:rt 's^H 
little fool, was n«^ ^° happy «* ^* .f 

arms. *"^-*o7d/„'C ',Hf 

~"~T.— "... "^l** 



/\ 



rf ^^^^et^K" 4 t"*bert'^« that JV**-^ 
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^ ^ *,itterly- csolci, 

Dick Eaton P ^^ ^ti*^^ . ^a^*^^^ lxai>r>3^, 
which ever^^; ^i)^^ -:i>^% T,appy-h«^3. 

pockets, oe ,i^^ <^e>f \^e> *^^re sniito iTir 

though Tae^^^ ^i^^^^^ S^^^^'ould rx^x: 
fellow enougV^ ^^e> ^o t<»^e ^ „^«^«a 

and has just o<*^ ^^^*' w%^ *!L.e of Dvim 
one's ladyAoVj^^e< ^^y,o<%^V^^' 

long, dreary *; d^^ 0-* 0- 
Dick certainly ye^ ^^^ 
rather have ^*^Jl:.* 1^^ 
v^oes over a ^ 



A , tj\>«- However, as this vra5 '^ .^^ 
^ idn^t grumble, fcxit only gave f f^i.';^. 
twolth« fate which allotted that l^^^^^ 
should li»v^ ^*»^^ away before .V \n 
aware of it» ^nd without any pras/^^ .i?;tv>^^ 

"' Tt^!^ be denied that it was i^'f^^C 
, ^l He had chosen to fall in ^^J/^^^CV 

rfsuperio'^ Person— with a gj^^ 0^^^/^ 
^^S as beauty; with a young l»5^,//>^ 
aeetxand traveled much, whobareW" ^ jt 
the average young man, and ^*J>»'^ ^^ 



counted among her friends many ' -jgp. 
people, could afford to pick and ch*' -. 

was not to he expected that Lilian GlfW)") »^ 
honored guest in Upper Bohemia rfj-lvile^^^ 
to act as a hostess to scores 0/ Lell kvor^ 
people, should have any tin,e to waste on 
Pick Eaton. It was nothin„ to her t^** ^^ 
rsistently and furtively ador,^ her, that he 
j^^d donesofromthefirst^eekof their meet- 
ing t^*' y®*'^^ ago. and less than nothing that 
t,e vras possessed of a considerable income. 
The Gurton money made this latter fact of no 
coii^®*!'^®"'^®' and Dick himself— well, Dick 
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^4 J^^^zz:^, 

was not clever. He 
nor act; he was xxol 
socialistic. He -w^as 
der-hearted. f ello-w^, x> 
temper, from Avtiose s 
tations of mocierxi lif 
a duck's back. He 1 
action nor told sl slaii 
generous of hearts, la 
weakness for animals 
perate, bizt no-fc x-ie*^ 

played poker a li-fc-t: 

niaking a be-fc. He ^ 
and pure-miraci^ci sltcx 
that some of liis fri 

"Sir Galahad '' toehir 

Dick would Txot have kr 

Indeed, it is to too dou 

heard of Sir Galahad. J 

ments were rather slim. 

He read Shakspere and J 

..nxraxid Diamas, and h 

rr,s He had no tas 

^^^ ^^ht theosophy was 

#^^^'1 know a thin^ a 
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never heard of Mr. George Mer^ ~"h?^:^ 
which it may be inferred that i p^%^^^^/t> 
ton's eyes he was a. highly conW»^^^^jV ^, !'^ 
objectionable young man. Ne^^^^^XS ^' 
despite of snubs, sarcasm, and i^"^ ^^^v^ ''^^H 
indifference, Dick adored Miss G«**^" \^ ^^-s? /q 
her with a single-souled passioo ^hich- ^C^^zf *^^ 
all his life and dominated »» ^^^ ^^'^^^o/T 
which made him her kniolaj^ "^^^^VC^g-Ji*! 
would or no. ^V J^' 

It is not quite certain w^K • ^ ^ 

was aware of this fact; ce»Jl^^l»«'' ^^^ ^^^^w. 
friends were, and they vJ^^^^J *^^ ^^ "^ViS^ 
part very sympathetic, anc^^-^ ^'^^ *^^^osX^ 
all daylong, much to her» ^"^ ^^'^ P^JSg^ 

"I cannot understand'* 1**<'"^'shnient. 
is that makes that you'rt^ ®®®'<*' ""^^^^ i*. 
popular. Hehasn'tanou? "^^Wo'^ s^ 

to hear bis friends talk, oS? ""^ '''"ains; b^i- 
had the mental powers of T^"*"'^ think i,^ 

This state of affairs did ^'"^n^arck." 
her any kindlier to him. sif "** '^nd to m^t-^ 
when he called, or else son^! ^T ^^^^y' ^U? 
in, and Pjck was left enst?^'«l>rit/ca^* 
darkness dunng the brill>^^ded i^ ^y^;^^ 

140 ^ "* their co^^ 



versation «» 

ticular eveni^** ^ **^^ 

It was cold ax^5 w 
sleet was fine, with . 
and It clung: to cioor«, 
dow-panes until thero 1 
dryness anjrwhere. TJ 
blew the sleet into J 
streets were nncomf or 
nients and mnsliy at cro 
along, with the collar o 
about his ears, f eeling^ tl 
had conspired, together 
and growing less incli 
formality of a dinner a 
the distance, perhaps, h 
and the last l^ad crossi 
successfully, i?v^hen he f ej 
against his foot and stick 
trousers. At the same 1 
^ mew. The xiight 






'^^ 
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in contact with a ball of shivering wet fu^ 
which offered no resistance when he raise 
it. 

Itwasakitten,~avery weak, very w®*' J^J 

very miserable kitten,— from the drenched 

hair on its little gray head to the tip of its 

shivering tail, the incarnation of helpless 

misery. It lay passively, sprawled over his 

hands, and looking at him with blinking 

green eyes, far too cold and uncomfortable 

to be frightened. 

'^ Hello, old man,'' said Dick, staring at it, 
at the draggled, helpless paws and the thin 
rough coat. "Where do you belong?'' 

The kitten naturally made no answer, but 
continued to blink at Dick and to shiver 
helplessly. It was so very small that it stag- 
gered and slid about when it tried to stand; 
so it finally gave up trying, and subsided into 
an indeterminate heap. 

'* Well, I 'm awfully sorry, but I can't help 
it, you know," Dick said, half apologetically. 
**Kun \iome to your mama. You 're far too 
little to be out alone." 

lie set ft down on the pavement again; but 
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hearted, and half conquered ^^""^^^'^^ 
he looked about him in despair, he caugn 
sight of the red light swinging m front oi 
Briggs's grocery store at the corner, and ne 
remembeSd that Briggs kept a bull-dog who 
liked kittens to play with, and who usually 
mangled one a week. Meanwhile it was 
growing late, and Dick was freezing, two 
circumstances which added weight to the 
situation. There was nothing to be done for 
it but to take the kitten along. Abandon it 
he would not; find it shelter he could not; 
the only course left was to take it with him. 
Once at the Leightons', he could decide what 
to do with his troublesome charge; mean- 
while- 

"Well," said Dick, resignedly, striding on, 
"I suppose you have got to come; only, old 
man, I must say I wish you had chosen to 

^avor me on my way home." 
■And the kitten gave a jubilant burst of 

P'^rr whioh sounded apologetic. 
Dfcjj ^j-gtiisferred it to his pocket, which, 

as it ^ ^^ very small kitten indeed, was very 
foorn^r * ja,jrters. The kitten smelled all over 



y' 



/ 



Pfod,*****^e ^^ «ear the house he <«.^ 
^^<,*>-<^;^t upon enterin^/^-^^-ot 

^,^^^^!r^*o^t'^ ^^^ ^^-t !? ^"^'^^'^ *o -fee 

i?'^^Ver.*d,'^''«^ded i^r laughter; he f^lt 
i^^*i {.i^;^ he^ * Proce^^*^^,^ould ruin l^i^ 
0,5 itr'V.L^^es. ^ix able-bodied yo-ci.:r^g 
3o> i^'*^^ hL^^orlorr* ^"eycatandbri^g. 

Cic. liOr./^tK^®" 4>,j ^^t, What was to Toe 
^^^Xf^^xL ^'&ht 1 V ^* 80 hara to oon- 
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ied, and half conquered already. As 
oked about him in despair, he caught 
of the red light swinging in front of 
yg»g grocery store at the comer, and he 
mbered that Briggs kept a bull-dog who 
kittens to play with, and who usually 
rled one a week. Meanwhile it was 
ing late, and Dick was freezing, two 
instances which added weight to the 
tion. There was nothing to be done for 
: to take the kitten along. Abandon it 
)uld not; find it shelter he could not; 
ily course left was to take it with him. 
at the Leightons% he could decide what 
with his troublesome charge; mean- 
Tell," said Dick, resignedly, striding on, , 
ppose you have got to come; only, old 
I must say I wish you had chosen to 
me on my way home.'* 
I the kitten gave a jubilant burst of 
vhich sounded apologetic. 
Ic transferred it to his pocket, which, 
ras a very small kitten indeed, was very 
quarters. The kitten snaelled a\\ over 
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it cax-^f x:»JJy :fix-st;, and the 
ti^hti t>v»x:»<?t» «.n<3 i>J-oceedec 
While I>i<5i<: "w-allced bris% 
Himself soTXie* times at the . 
tion, a.ra<a y^-fc reflecting on 
Some aii^ciety- 

^3 tie <Jx-e-wr near the h< 

sure *^ i^ ^^fr> ^ ^'^^ 

mite »*^if t.y^^ ignt j 

lone? t, **5je'^^^ 
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v,^ could not 
St still; yet, at the same time, »« ^ere 

^^t acknowledge to himself that the ^^^^^ 
•more risks than one. However, j)\c^ 

seemed the only course to ta^®' ^^ arely 
resolved to trust to luck, which haa 
failed him in an emergency. ^ 

"l^ow, old man," he said to the ^^^^^^^^^ 
they stood on the door-steps, "I hS'^® 
you a good turn, you know, so I expect y 
to do me another by l3ring low and keeping 
dark. Don't give yourself away, old man, 
you love me." 

" I 'II put my coat hejre," he said, hastily, 

«s the butler offered to disencumber him of 

^ha.± garment. He could hear the hum of 

7 **'*=es in the drawing-room, and her bright 

s„ 1*^* rippled out above the maze of conver- 

^^<S J^^^- ^^ ^^ ^^^ entertained any idea of 

i^:,^^^^ ^*« prize, it vanished now. He 

«Js^,^.:^ jJ's coat carefully in a dark corner, 

^^^i^^"^*^" the stony-eyed Ltler and his 

^L.^-^ SlS'tT^ '^'^ *« S-ante the folds so 

^ "**^~4telJ^! T^" gray he^d whicl^P««J!j 

'^ely out over the edge of i^^^^^'^' 
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'* i;? /^ sleepy, and 1 
P^t / ^ fervent praj 

y» ^ever was dinner so 
gj «y had allotted liim t 
jj^ i m her first seaaon, ai , 
Jim Miss Girton's end o 
^^dysat between tbe pian 
writer of short stories, and i 
dull jealousy tbat sbe see 
tenns with both. As for hi 
his concealed crime rose u 
every mouthful. The girl w 
thought him "very queer and i 
for he talked by fits and stai I 
now and then she caught 
anxiously to-ward the door. 

With the third course came 
—how to feed his incubus. 1 
was starving- r>iclc made do d 
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^ugW was sufficient to spoil hi3 ^^^^^^.^^ 
^. He felt exceedingly guil-ty at tft 
lOUgW that he had not provided f^^^ ^ 
3f ore. Also, the thought that tlie sraell ot 
^od migl^t possibly attract the animal froia 
•^5 pocket, and induce it to make its app^af- 
^ce in the dining-room, filled him ^*^ 
-^prehension. He looked about him for 
,xiiething to slip into his pocket and con- 
,y to it secretly, but the outlook was not 
.oinising. To say nothing of the difficulty 
transportation, such viands as sweetbreads 
[a Marengo, chicken with trufl[les, or Roman 
LTich were hardly the diet any self-respect- 
g cat would select for her offspring, and 
ck knew it. He passed three courses in 
deavoring to manufacture some plausible 
cuse for leaving the table, but finally gave 
in despair, resolving to wait until the 
lies retired to the drawing-room, when 
3 greater freedom that prevailed might 
1 his purpose. 

W^hen cigars h^^ ^^^^ lighted and chairs 
3hed back, ^nd when conversation was 
ving gently ^^^ intermittently, \\\^^ ^y^^ 
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nto the glasses, Dick felt his hour had 

eighton," he said, addressing his host 
elaborate indifference, "would you— 
i I— ah, that is— would it be too much 
3le to get me a glass of milk ? " 
a amazed silence fell upon the party at 
singular request, and even old Grubbs 
'ped short in the middle of his longest and 
^t wearisome story. 

' Jiilk!" said the host, forgetting to re- 
^t his cigar, and staring at our hero in 
j'Plexity. 

^^ Punch, ''suggested the short-story writer. 
1^0," said Dick, shaking his head; "just 
Wain glass of milk, please." 

Certainly, if you want it," said Leighton; 
^^t won't champagne do?" 
^^. J^f®^^. you see, the fact is," said Dick, 
^^thing on his chair, " the doctor ordered 
^^ after every meal — " 

^^ci ?J' "^^^^"^^^^ i^ you like," said his host; 

^'^illc ^,^"*^^^ brought a large tumbler of 

tihk& ; \, placed it solemnly before Dick on 

^awe, during a rather chilly silence. 
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^j^^'i they all began tal 
,^^Pos^te,kept looking, 

.ri'^hile, how to Kei 

fay that Gladstone!:; 

Times 'for that last 

"Yes," said Leigh t, 

"andofalJtheunwa] 

The Radical membe 

other end of the ta.l>le 

on the subject, and • 

wanted to ask quest: 

that the men pushed 

center of the table, sqi 

generally made ready : 

minutes, as Dick ha,<i 

too deep in politics to o 

He felt quite proud o± 

was no time for self 

half-finished ^lass of i 
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ad wandered over to the window; 
3 buffet for a light; then, quite un- 
out of the door and down the hall 
lis overcoat hung, 
en was awake and seemed restless, 
hat he was just in time. He held 
►ne arm, and carefully tilted the 
t until every drop was gone, 
old man," he said, as the little 
ed its head caressingly against his 
3u feel better, don't you ? Have a 
• your drink? " It amused him to 
easure-trove like an acquaintance, 
of chairs being pushed about in 
-room struck him with sudden 
! spilled the kitten hastily into 
again, sped back with the empty 
)ut it on the table with the air of 
has done his whole duty. 
!" said the short-story writer, 
uddenly around, and surveying 
3usly, " you 're a healthy speci- 
l your medical regimen on that 
[ask?'' 

d Dick, with superb simplicity; 
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** only a ma,n xxiusti look aft^^ 
know, and I *rrx not in conditj 

" Yon look it,'' said the qJj^^ 
sarcastically. ** I saw jou ^^ . ' 
day, boxixig^, a.n<i the amount of 
displayed, thore alarmed ijje- 
Milk, indeed ! ISTervous prost; 
cated witli tioart-disease, is ^j ' 
I fancy/' 

** I hope it 's not as bad as a 
Dick, Avitli tlie calmness of i^ 
^wonld have done credit to Mr 
** bnt there 's no knowing iv| 
ont if I 'm not careful." 

The shor^-story writer ga 
look as they passed out of y 
together, and then went ov 
the French tenor, who had I ^ 

lected during: the political c 

Conversation in the draw! 
exciting, and Dick grew ner 
the tenor sang, and the pi? 
the short-story writer told .« 
ons things which had falL 
other people's experience; 
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Girton, and foun.* this rather 
lat lady, however; ^as in *^^ 
as when she was \^ot discnf^ 

the critic, she was ^naly^^^^ 
5 with the pianist or e^claatvg- 
tnpliments with the t^^^^' 
ile chance to put in 1^^^ ^^' 
lis duty, but he eyed hef f^?^^ 
avy heart. He drifted ^^^^^ 
►nging to get away, anc^ ^ve 
irresistible pleasure it i6*^ 
ook at her. ^e 

room was heated by a lar^^ 
b soon became unpleasanlb^ 
Jople wandered out by tw^^ 
> into the music-room, a f^ir 
'tly lighted hall. Miss Gir^ 
tiese, and Dick, as a xnati^jer 
the group of men »a\.v \ 
lazarded a remarj^ ^^%eO 
gave him a chan,^ ^^ ^/^ 
, he thought, as ^^i^* \^^ 
aceful, in her fawx^^ ^^^ 
m\h her bright ey"^^/^^^^ 
movements of he«!^ ^^^ 
154 ^^ axi^ 
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it dangle from her Viand for f^^^ 
sn shook it out in a long *"j^r^ ^^^^j^ 
dark wood. It was too nn^ ^ j. •> 

kitten could withstand that- ^ ^e 

e was a boixnd. and a rush^ ^ J^ "o 

r of four soft little paws, »»f "^^ ^., 
mate waif lay on its back an^*®^ ^tJ> 
s very feet, kicking and cl»^^g ^.>^A^i^* 
in an ecstasy of playf\j\ eWi\\»ettl%,v t^^ 

^^ta that cwttv^^ 
's a cat, by Jove!'* 
Dick, feeling cold aii<3 ^^'^ some^^fn^^ 
a step forward. ^^^ ^-^ or&f. ' 

'3 mine; I picked it ^.^ , 
y. "It was so cold ''' *® said dis^ 

and wet, yo^i 

lid you find it? » « rrr 

'» "Where did it coS,V*/'^"^»*»^^ 
body, crowding around . * ^^o^? " criea 
■■ short charges at the ^^"^^ *he kitte,^ 
th its paws, and kicked l! • "' ****ted at 
its hind legs. ^f It frantically 

ck told the Mrhole story ^^^ 

156 ^^^ a sinking 



-4 J^^Zll^^jv:^ j^ate; 
heart What would she thi„k „f ^.-^ , 
would she say? SH« did „ot .^y ™j^ 
but nearly everybody else did. The iT* 
told a long story about his cat in Leip^^ 
the short-story wi-itea- clapped Diet ' 

shoulders, '* Come, Eaton, now conf^;^^^ 
cried, laughing. "I spotted somethii^ ^ 
the first. That milk ?" ^ 

"Yes," said Oick, scarlet, but stuj^.^^^ 
was for the kitten." 

There was a roar of laughter f^^^^^ 
men, and then the joke had to l'««:»t-^^ 
to the ladies, ^nd Diok had to tel] a^^ 
he had maniiged it- produce t-^ 

"And why yoxi ^^^ ."?;* 'L^ "TL^^ 
right away," .ai^ ^-^^^e" W." ^^*^. 
derstand exactly ?f ^^^^rier of ^ ^ 
"there 's a smart f«^^ ^hem J^Sw 
stairs, bet 'b introduoe ^^^^ 

-^^r^aae V;ottert.-ir.X-.^ 



„OM ^"^^^-^^Im^ 



TALES ^'-- < 

little head ag*^^\^^;i 



He got on bis oyex ^^ ^^ good-n**" 
, to Hostess a^^^^.^oiiTid for Miss Glrtotl. 
-«• '^^^^^^^^ alotve by the fireplace, 
" .""' :SiSl ribbon absently in her 
r^:^rhe: face wore a curious ^^pre. 
n.. Dick, with his prize still cuddled up 
-»*js arms, came over to her. 
^^^11 that for a kitten?" she said, some- 
^^ iiTelevantly. " Why was it?" 

* ^+ ^®"' '* "^®*^ ™®'" ^^^ ^^^^' "'mply 

^ * Was so beastly wet, you know." * 

^t^^r^, ^™ ^^'^ ^^"^^ '^'*^ « sudden 
"^^-^ smile. 

3,*.^^'tyou come and see me to-morrow? - 

^'Oft anH rf ^^ ^"^*« ^^«°e all the 
^d".li,?^ «« ---* to hear about? 



' titten,' 
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THE "WHIP-HAND 

SHE was a stianxiing girl, strait ^^Ici^^ 
slim, with a be^vildering way of t>l^^^ 

at a man. Her eyes were a .warm^ ^rti^ 

brown, and- their lids as white as ^^^t> ^^'- 
the deluding sort of eyes and eyelids ^^j,.ir^^ 
nothing, and set yoia to imagining evei^y^^^^^?^ 
When I had talked to her for five xn^^ ^o^ 
and she had regarded me with ^^^ v^^*^*^ 
stare for most of that time, my hear ^^^^ 
to thumping at my rihs. I must c^orx ^ ^^^ 
was so much sixirprised that I clapP 
hand to my side and laixghed out. ^^^^-^ 

Miss Morris langhed too, and 
"What is the matter?'' u xx ^ ^"^ 

Of course I could not tell her tho 
16X 



TALES FROM McCJLURE'S 

I had known her for a month, I asked 
she remembered our first meeting, 
es/' she said; " what made yon start?'' 
ook her hand and said, " I fell in love 
you that minute, dear." 

am a Westerner, and rough and sudden 

ly ways, I suppose ; for she seemed wholly 

rtled, slipped her hand out of mine, and 

i me never to speak so again. 

"Why not?" I asked. " You do not love 

3, Kitty?" 

"No," she said; but her eyes lingered in 

line. 

<< And you will not marry me? ** 

She refused steadily. 

'* And I am never again to tell you that I 
love you?" 

« j«jever," she said. 

** Kitty, dear," said I, gently, " you do love 
me, a^^ ^^^ ^^® going to marry me, and T 
mean to propose to you every time I meet 

you. 

I vrent then, for she was rather angry, 
ghe said something cutting about my West- 
ern way®' ^^^ shooting a man on sight. But 
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dance,' M?^'^?^'^ ^ ^ 
diet me ^^« 3Vtorri«,>= 

Latp> ^,~ _ _ 



li£>.<i nc 



^^ one af tei 

Lent, When I had 
days, I overtoolc 
church, and joined 
frigidly, lield. Ixer i>rs 

^•^ ^isslAoxTTis,'" I sa 



TALi^^ PROM McCl^^^^'-^ 

^W ^o\d. T.ot\.VT,^ aky, a stnal^ star grJiriered. 
> laces of tCpeop{e we met reflected the 

fed atl^^-XS "do you never 
Sie^'^^de more merciful'' 
'*ji"^^<ihersofteye8tome Please 
b.^''- Standish," she pleaded. I can- 
'act** *« have you use words that seem to 
t i^^^ to carry on this farce/' ^^ 
'•^l^'^S^hing but a farce " said I. Call 

^*iy man in earnest ever propose to 

,^leven times in six weeks?" She 

**^is question scornfully. 

^ Itforris," said I, " it is not my fault 

"^^s been done so often. If you had 

me at the first — but you refused 

'vhat else could I do? Am I a fool 

in and aga,in to -win what is the best 

beautiful thing I ever set eyes on? 

I stop asking you to marry me 

jonsent? You must marry me, 
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dear. I am sure it ia t 
happiness for eitiierof us. 
" There," she said, with 
" twelve times ! Don't you 
that by acting- so you mak. 
say seem a foolish joke?" 
" It is you," I *old her, 
them all a glad reality." 

" Oh ' " she cried, and y 
my fault ! Well, it shall nev 
-never, never! You shal. 
yourself and me." Her cole 
she drew herself up, slenc 
"Mr. Standish," she said, 
that if ever again I give you 
of speaking so to me, I shall a 

you wish/' , 

We reached her home 

stopped. S<>^^fZl^e7.■ 
merely bowed, and let her a, 

in silence- ^^.^^ +i 

Life went sadly after t 
would, I could not speak to^ 
passed in the street she Wc 
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TALES FROM MeCrj,V> ^^^ ^^\X^^^ 

and she had taken to looking- ^^^/'^^tJ^^^ 
me with a sweet, dark-eyed ^a^^^<J f*,e^^ x,o 
were few entertainments now; ^^ ^ wi^^ a0 
haunted her favorite church at ^'^ ^^^^t^^^< 
services, she did not come. Sl* ^0 '^ O^ 
avoid going to the houses of "b** rf»^' -t^^ -- 
where she would be likely to me^* t(^^ e>^ ^*^ <£, 
once was I able to look at her iol^ t^^^o^^^^x^ 
a passing second. I had taketv ^^ *^^ -< *^*A^t.o 
an afternoon concert in the ^'°^j^'^ \\^ \f^'^ 
her, and I chanced to sit wt*^ ^ ^ ^!^/ie 

watch her profile whenever slle /^Z\, ^' '/\" 
speak to her companion. She loc/V^^oe^^^w,'/ 
pale and sad. "Perhaps," thou^^^e^ ^lu*^^ 
regrets that her efforts are so 14^%^-^^^ 
That thought, however, was kno^^^ef^^V 

ine,whenwereachedthestreet,bvt^ ^.^-«<« - 

unrecogmtion which greeted my e^ 
Six weeks came and went W 

opportunity to make her f «AftA v 

and then she went to Bosw\^^ 

stayed away a month ? *'''' ^ 

People told me I must t V ^^"'^ 

the summer. « ^ot tilfT^, ^ ^^^ w 

I, and gntted my teet^ ^ XH lHattV^ 
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this time my love f o ' 
forgotten in my se 
my own way. 

There came a JR ; 
balmy. Thehorse-c 
green fans, the ms ! 
palms to the brees 
trim flower-beds loo I 
walking through M 
to business, and 1 • 
heart. I suppose i1 
of nature that had . 
not feel much surpi 
by, and I saw Kitt 
what the weather \ \ 
took joyfully to t 
Eastward we went 
Street and down S<! 
on this quiet, old- 
^he hansom stopper 
sion. Kitty had al 
by the interior dar' 
her; and thougli X 
lived within, I ^exi 
Som-cab. 



TALES FROM MeCLURE'S 

Then an idea entered my mind— an jjea 
for which the mad May season was alone ac- 
countable. When Miss Morris reentered the 
hansom-cab, it was I who received the order 
to drive home; it was I who cracked the long 
whip and drove recklessly; it was I who 
feasted my sight on the top of a broad- 
brimmed hat, a loop of dark hair, and the 
tip of a small and haughty nose. I had the 
trap-door in the top of the cab open all the 
way. 

Trusting in the disguise of the former 
cabby's hat, which I had hired, I made 
straight for the park; and when we were 
rolling smoothly between green lawns, with 
no one of any account in sight, I bent low 
and whispered: 

''Kitty, dear, will you marry mer 

She started violently, and upturned a white 
face. I don't know what she thought, seeing 
my face above her there; but her eyes filled 
slowly with tears, and she whispered, "Dick!" 

" Kitty," I gai(j^ « j^j^,^ ^jy^ or I shall come 
down from the roof, and here is Mrs. Van 
Dam's brougham. I would not have fright- 
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ened yon for axx^rtYxin^ in t 
slowed "tli^ Yxoxr^^ "fco sl >^alk st 
give my wlxole^ SL-tt«xx-bion to'tht 

** I have c^oxxx^ -fco olstixn you 
called do wxx -to Icx^x^. ** Tell me, 

you are s^^^<^ "fco ^^^ xrxo.*' 

Her prid^ s^^xxx^d -fco l>e melting 
eyes. Her -b^SLxrs o^v^^x-llowed, and s 
hands up l>^f oxr^ liexr face; but j 
quavering ^^^olc^e r ** I am glad, DU 
glad!'' 

I droppod -fclxe reins, and pressed 
the little doox-- *-" IDarling^ iT/^^^^^ 

you '11 breal^: xxxy ^^^^^'' I called 
brave girl. Olx, ICit^t^y, ^^"Wc^^jro; 
your hand xxi> and let me touch rt^^ 

**I — I oan'^-fc Tr^^<^h,^' ahe sobbed ^\^ 

"Then yon do ^o^^ ^^.^''/^^^^ \ 



"could n'lJ yon oome c^owt?.?'' ^i, 

I believe l^lio iiox-^re was arrested f, ^ w 
noon for walking on the grass . ^^^ ^ 
young trees; bvit it pleases me to <S^\ 
while Kit^ty anrf I wandered th.%\ 
sweet paths anrf blossoming alky \ ^^^ 

1^9 > t>^'fl^ 
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TALES FROM McCLURE'S 
h at> ^^^ tasting green food and resting^ his 

tired l^^^^^' 

-,j^^re in the early solitude, in the genial 

l^iiie and the unsteady shadows, Kitty 

®^ f^^sed to me that she had gone to Boston 

^^^ f ^ar of weakening in her resolution to 

^^^!qJi, Dick," she said, "I thought you 
Ad never come and take me in spite of 

a jjj^itty," said I, " would you have wrecked 
^hole lives from pride and self-will? 
Would you have let me lose you?'' 

She turned away her head, and blushed. 
**Dick" she faltered, "this afternoon you 
will receive an invitation to dine with my 
aunt; and I— I am to be there Dick." 
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